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. 7 Heo fit cerarancl cas 
,: thoughts: kaimake: this: Pre 
Y* : $$ 1: font rol Yiaur Londibip, I re- 
a not onely FantbitenmaaabiN Plea+ 
fure;] ſance).up on. <amibation[bf hy. 

felf;::1 foubd 1t wasindt:a» bate: Pfeſumpet- 
on, -bue, my: Ddty:1o- the cenienbtanceaf 
many pxtraordinary Favours which Þhava 

raceivediat Your hands 353 Cignq os 
For heretofore having;chad:- the honour 
tc» be near-You, and bred under tha! fame 
Ebfgiphne! wit Yong): batinor- but own 
thatfin, argreatoifieaſuretbowe the {mall 

ſhare of:Derters-I'havetar dur Londthip: 
| Fari Your: kardfhipisFkample Gughoit 
ro:keathdth' &dbbdidficls' and: ]:tirfi'grew! 
ilove; wainth: Baoks;- and learnt: to- value 
them; byi/ che; [ayanderfull: Progrefs whidh: 
even 1n Your t:pdelsyeans:|Yiqu-wade; un: 
them;.. 10: that. Learning-and Improvement- 
' Ar S:1 | grew. 


T be Epiſil: Dedicatory. 
_ grew daily more:and wore lovely in my 


Eye 
: YI, on AKANE ext i Ogtury 
e{forf Parrdn of oetrh, fo Yout 
Sr &) Fes Bb oved it. xe” Ay Lord- 
ſhip's Fame and Employments grow' as 
at,ooripreaterithen His were; an$, may 
our Vertdes'find  Poerto record chai 
— »n-aer/ jequaHCit poſſible)ro hat oe * 
nivs | whichſungof him. | '/ ' 
_ v{Myſlenderhumble Talene muſt not "Ws 
foritzfor You havea Judgment which [ muſt 
always ſubmit to.a general Goodneſs which 
L never (to its worth) 'can-value: and who 
can praiſe that well which he knows not 
how co comprehend ? | 
Already the Eyes and Ex peQarions of 
"an 6 <0" beſt Judgement are fixt _ 
You: for whereſoever You come, You 
have their | Attention when preſent, and 
their Praiſe when You are gone : and Iam 
ſure (if obtain but Your Lordſhip's Par- 
don). I ſhall have the Congratulation of 
all my friends, for -—— ht taken this paggny 
runity to expreſs my ſc 
"Hour "Lord s moſt bumble Servant, 
L Thomas Otway. 
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| Spoke by. Mr. Beiterton. 


Ages paſt, (when will thoſe Times renew? ) 
T; When Empires flouriſht, fp o did Poets tos. 
= Great Augu 2p ton the Vorld's Empire held, 

Horace 4nd Ovid 's happy Verſe excelf'd: 
Ovid's ſoft Genins and bis tender Arts 
Of moving Nature melted hardeſt Hearts. 
It did th ial Beanty Julia 22ove - 
To lifter to the Language of his Love. 
Her Father honour d him: and or her Breaft, 
With raviſhd ſenſe in her” Embraces preſs, 31.2 
He lay tranſported, fancy-full and th 
Horace's lofty Genizs boldlier rear d 
His manly bead, and through all Nature fteerd; 
Her richeſt Pleaſures in bis Verſe refin'd, 
And wrought 'em to the reliſh of the Mind. 
He laſht with 4 true Poet's fearleſs Rage 
The Villanies and Follies of the Age. 
Therefore Moecenas that great Fav'rite rais'd 
Hime high, and by him was he bighly prais'd. 
Our Shakeſpear wrote too in: ar: Age as bleſs, 
The happieſt Poet of his tine and beſt. 
A graciows Prince's Favonr chear d bis Muſe, 
A conſtant Favour he ne'r fear'd to loſe. 
Therefore he wrote with Fancy unconfin'd, 
And bts that were Immortal as his Mind. 
And from the Crop of his luxuriant Pen 
Ere ſince ſucceeding Poets humbly glean. 
Though much the moſt unworthy of "the Throng, 
Our thir-day s Poet fears b has done him wrong. 
ms —_ Beggars that fleal Sheaves away, 

Lord h' has s riſed him op a Play. 
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Amidſt this baſer Droſs you'll ſee it | ſhine 
Moft beautifull, amazing, and Divine. 
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W hen ſhall we there ag hime, Ft 
*Mid(# bale rhere oc Er Pit.” 3 M2 s 


The Lord of Hearts, and Preſident of WW; tt : > ; 
When that bleſt Da 2y (quick may it come) appears, 


Elis Cares once bauiſht, and bis. Nittier's Hepr®s 4 wn V f 
The joyfull Miſes an\tbeir. Hills foalt 2-0 Us As SE C4 | 
Triumphant Songs of. Britgin's luppy: ahi 
Plenty and Peace ſhall fluuriſh indy: tee RO pay control 


And all things like the. Engliſh Beawty raider. 
You Criticks ſhall forget. you at ral. Spike, ac 
And Poets with 5 cabins he} 4vby rites. \r an 4 
Ev'n This-day's Poet ſhall be walter a. y ED ORE TTNY 
His Thonght g-1ore  laftily and, Kos - flor 56. s \n aol} 
And he him If, halt you. his Ek/e. allow,” 1,4 AN; 
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Men. 
C ains M arins, 
Sylla, 
Marius junior 
Granius. 
Metellus. 
Quintns Pompeins. 
Cinna. 
Sulpitins, 


Ancharis a Senatour. 


Prieſt. 


Apothecary. | 
Q, Pompeius's Son. 


Guards, LiQors, 
Ruffans, &*e. 
Women 


Lawinaa. 
Nurſe. 


Perſons repreſented. 


By 
Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Wilbiams. 
Mr. Smith. 


Mr. Percivak. 


Mr. Gillow. 
Mr. Williams. 
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| AIG CORP. TI TITE nach. 1907 - 
| Within. Liberty! Liberty! Marini and | Sulpitin | Fagh 
! #71 mHIO7 £5 
: Liberty ! yet FRO Lo SO dt pet = : 
h 2 Enter Merellus, Antonius, Cinta, ond Senotowr) GT 
f C 16 . 
Metel|, | Hen will the Tur'lar Gods of Rome avtake, 5 


To fix the Order of. dur wayward State, 
That we may once:more know each other; know 
Th extent of Laws, Mivohaaives and-Dues'3 
T he Bounds of Rules..and Magiinecys: who: 173 203 « if 
Ought firſt to govern, and who muſt; obey? ol 17 þ 
- Tt was not thus when. God-like- Scipio: held 7 <1 b10 _— 
The Scale of Pow'r ; he who with temnp'rate _ # h 


2M Knew how to guide the People's Liberty:... i NTT 

” In its full bounds, nor did the Noviee TORS — 14 gl of 
For he himſelf was one —— - "> - | T_Anavi 

. Cinna, He was indeed, | ; bas 11g1a0 nt 
; A Noble born: and fill in Rome oY are Lain LC) 


Moſt worthy Patrons of her ancient Honour, 
Such as are fit to fill theſeat. of Pow'r, 1 oo ings 
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\ 2 _. . The Hiſtory) and Fall 

. And awe this riotons unruly Rabble, 

That bear down all Authority befoxe *em, 

Were we not fold to Ruine. 
Metell. Cinns, there » 4x7, 8 W 
Theh' ic kt: Wears dine H1ds | © 

things- | ojces ay yp ET Ot 

rw yet we boaſt of Liberty... Juſt Gods ! ; 

That Guardians of an Empire-ſhould be choſen 

By the lewd noiſe of a Licentious Rout ! 

The fturdieſt Dyjnker makes the-Ableſt Stategmgn. 


oor # | | fx 
To fee the be Ts 
Never edi ulting” whe Hs t 


But who Feaſts higheſ to obtain their Suffrage ? 
As *tis not many years fince tw@. Great men 

In Rome ſtood equal Candidate bo agen 

For: high Command : In evo houſe- was. Riot. 


Fe- day the phage Ye Or 
> Tomorrow | 
£4 


Changing thei VWices: with th ertaighment : _{ 2 
Ard none could guefſe on- whom the Choice Would ſettle 3 
Till at. the laſt a Stratagem. was thought of. - 
A righty Veſſel of Falernian Wine 
Was brought incothE AM 
Of-Ivy ſacred to thi Sd.- 
The Monſter-people roar'd aloud for Joy: 
When firaight the... ace: limafclf. appears. | 
In pomp, to grace the Prefent he had Few rf 14 
The Fools all gap'd. Then, when a while he had 
Wirth a ſmgeth-Fale-tickded thcjr: Aﬀdes E2rgy[.131/ nts © 
H* at both ends ta his Butt, and got the Conſullhip. | 
Cinna, This:Curfe: we ene ts Mavic Pride, © 

That made him; firſt moſt balely- bfibe: —_ 
| For Conſul) inthe War/againſt- Japardicr” '© | 's 

Where ketiweat: out; Mevellid, youly Jounnant.' © __ 
And how the Kindaeſs Wis: FORAY oy get ; m_—__ aL, 
I never lov'd his roughly untoWward Naturep 0110 09 FO 3000 
And wonder ſuch a Weed got nord oY Fre? 

Metell, What Tays fg: Cirmu f Si 


n'd with W Wreaths /. 


Cinna, That Flike not ADs, / 
Nor love him ———<--: dS 2:11 bib (ION; gf b-fT 2G 
Metell, There Rome's "ex Genios poke. bs, 
Eer us conſult and weigh this ſubject welt” 
O Romans, he's the Thor thur Walls us all. 
Qur harraſs'd State is Cuippled with the weight.” 
of his Ambition > We're got iſe in, Maus. Sn - _ 


"Of Caius" Marius; \" 


Do I not know his Rife, 'his low Begtaning, © ' * | 
From what a wretched deſpicable' Roor © | k. x - MTA; 
His Greatneſs grew ? Gods!*that's PetſantY'Brat, ' * + Fo -1 
Born in the ourmoſt Cottages' of 4#pbs 7 i oo 1 00 
And foſter'd in a Corner, ſhould by Bribes, 
| By Covetouſneſs, and all the hateful} means 
: | Of working Pride, advance; his littte Fate '' 
So high, to vatint it o're'the Lords'of Rome! 

Anton. Ambition, raging Htke a D#mon in*him, FOE MY 
Diſtorts him to all ugly forms, fas necd* to uſe,” '' 
In his firſt ſtart of Fortune, Oh how vile me 
Were his Endeavours and Submiffions then ! 
When ſuing to be choſen firſt #di}ir, | FOE SUL 
He was by general Vote repulft, yer bore it; EO 
And in the {ame day ſhamefully' return'd, FT ON SSR 
T*obtain the ſecond Office of that name. 
Equal was his ſucceſs, deny*d in bottk': 
Yet could he condeſcend at laft to ask 
The Prztorſhip, and but with Bribes got that. 
F Yet this js he that has diſturb'd the World, 

Rome's Idol, and the Darling of her Wiſhes. 
Metell, I muſt confeſs it burthens much my Age, 

To ſee the Man I hate thus ride'my Country, 

For, Romans, I have mighty Cauſe to hate him. 
- I was the firſt (and I am wellrewarded }  _ + 

That lent my hand to raiſe his 'feeble ftate.' - Pn Eg 

When firft I made' him Tribune by my Voltce, © © 3 

I thought there a be ſomething ih his Nature ' 

That promis'd well. His Parents were moſt honeſt, 
- And ferv'd my Father juſtly in cheir Truſt. | be 

Then as his Fortiines grew, when I was Conſul, 

And went againſt Fugarths into Africk, **. 

I took him with me one of my Lieutenants. ' © 

ow *T was there his Pride firſt ſhew*'d it ſelf in" Actions, 
Oppreſt my Friends; and robb'd me' of my Honour, ' 

Cinn. The Story's famous. Baſe Ingratitude, 
Diſſimulation, Cruelty, and Pride, © © 
111 Manners, Ignorance, and all the Ills 
Of one baſe born, in Marizs are join'd. TN 

Metell. Ev'n Age can't heal the rage of his Ambition. 
Six times the Conſul's Office has he born: 
How well, our preſent Diſcords beſt declare. 
Yet now agen, when'time” has worn him low, —_ 
| Conſum'd with Age, and*by Diſeaſes preft, 
| He courts the People to be once more choſen, *' i 
To lead the War againſt King Mithridates, 

B 2 


FT *xt7F} 


Anton, 


* 


. The Hiſtory. and Fall 
Anton. For this each day. he riſes with: the ea £ 
And in the Field of Mars apPears. in Arms, | w 
Excelling all our Youth in. warlike,Exergiſe: - p 
He rides and Tilts, and when, the Prize hihas won... Rog 
He brings it back with triumph into Rome, — 
And there preſents it to the: ſordid; Rabble; 
Who ſhout to Heav®n, and cry; Lt Marizs live. 
Metell. He ſhall not have it,:b x, the Gods he ſhall, m9 
There is a Roman ,Noble : joſ and $i S- 
Syla's his name, ſprung fi from the, ancient [AS 
Of the Cornelii bred from youth in War, . 
Fluſhe with Succeſs, and of a. ſpirit bold, 
And, more then all, hates Maris, Rill, has.croſt - 
His Pride, and clouded cy'n his brigheeſt Argos: $117 
He's Conſul now. Then let us all. reſolve... OE 
And fix on him, to check this, Havocker, - : 
That with his Kennell .of the Rabble hunts: 
Our Senate into Holes, and frights. our Lows. | 
Cinna, Agrecd for Syla. ES oof oto 
Al. All for Sylla. Thea {FF 19 
Metell, Nay, 7 
This Monſter Marizs, who: has as'd:t me has, | 
Ev*n now: would*wed his Family with mine, 
And asks my Daughtersfor his. hated Or Bs 
But, for my Wrongs, Lavinia ſhall be ;Syll's, 
My eldeſt born, her and thie beſt of all .” | | 
My Fortune I'll confirm on him, to.cruſh. the Pride 
Of this baſe-born hottbrain'd Plebeian Tyrant. 
Anton, Now rRome's, laſt . Stake of Liberty is ſet, 
And muſt be puſht for to the Teeth: of Fortune. 


A 


Cinn, Then Cains ; Mar ſhall not have the Conſulthip | 


Metell, No, T would ratherbe: pie NE 
That furious Headlong Libeitine. Sw/pitins, . _* 
Fhat mad wild Bull, whom Maries lets looſe 
On each occaſion when. he'd, make Rome feel him, 
To toſs our Laws and: begs the Air, _ 

Anton. That lawleſs Tribune then muſt be redi uc 'd, 
Unhindg'd from off the pow'r that, holds him' up, = 
His Band of full fix hundred Roman Knights, . | 
All in their youth, and. pamper'd high with, Riot,. 
Which he his Guard againſt the Senate calls > # 
Tall wild young men, a Mt, ior pet iſchiefs. | 

Metel. Fear nothing: | buy Oe fed Pow, 
And then fee how like Da ay, he brea pon'em,. "I 
And. featter all thoſe Goblins of the þ oh | 
: Confufion's Night, whe tha dark. Diordess. * 


-Of Caius Marius. 


| Of a Divided State, men know not where 
- Or howto walk, for fear they. loſe their way, 
And ftumble upon Ruine, Mark the race 
Of Sylle*s Life; obſerve but, what has paſt, * 
/ How till h' has born a Face againſt this Marine, 
And kept an equal firetch with him for Glory. 
Cinn. H* has in the Capitol an Image et : 
Of Gold, in honour of his own Atchievement 
Wherein's deſcrib'd how'the Namidian King 
Gave up fugurths Priſoner to Syle, 
And all in ſpight of Marizs. Oh now, 
If you are truly Roman Nobles, wake, 
Refume your Rights, and keep y your. Syls Conſul. 
Courage, Nobility, and innate Honour, , : 
Juſtice unbyaſs'd, the true Roman Spirit, . . 
Preſence of Mind .and reſolute Performance | 
Mect all in Sylla, 
Metell, Let's ogree for Sy. | VA WET H. 46" 
* All. All for Sylla, [2-15 1%a, 4 [ Exexmt, 
Enter Marius ſenior Fob] it; Otiidus.. 


Marius ſen. There Rome's Dzmons go. - 
Like Witches in ill weather, in this Storm 
And Tempeft-of the State they meet in Corners, 
And urge Deſtruction higher : for this end . - 
Th? have rais'd their Imp, their-dear Familiar Sylla, 
To croſs my way, and ſtop my tide_of Glory, 
Tf 1 am Cains Marixs, if, I'm he 
That brought J«gzrtha chain'd. in; triumph hichers. 
If I am he that led Kome's Armies. out, 
Spent all my years in_Toil and cnuel, War, : | 
Child my warm Youth ,in cold and. winter Camps,, 
Till I brought ſettled Peace and Plenty home, 
Made her the Court and Envy of the world: 5. 
Why does ſhe uſe me thus ? 
Mar. jun. Becauſe ſhe's. rul'd 
By lazy Droans that feed on others Labours, 
And fatten with' the frujts they never toil 'd for . 
Old gouty Senatours of crude Minds and Brains, 
Thar always are fermenting Miſchief up,. 
And fiyle their private Malice publick Safety... .. . - 
Gran. One diſcontented Villain. leads a State 
To Madneſs. There's that Bell-weather of, Mutiny, 
And damn'd Scdition, Cinns, of a lite 


And manners.ſordid 3 one whoſe. Gain's his God 3, 
B. 3. And; 


[4 The Hiſtory 9) F all 


And to that curſed end he'd ſacrifice | 
His Countxy's Honour, Liberty, or Peace; © 
Nay, had he any, ev*n his'very Gods.” * 


Mar, ſen. H' has taken Rome even in rye niceſt Minute, p 


And eaſily debaucht her to his ends, 

When ſhe was over: cloy'd with Happineſs, 

Wantonly fall, and longing after Chan | 

\ For Sylla too, a Boy, a'Woman's Play-thing, 

She has relinquiſht me; and flourts'my- Aj =. 
Conſiant il! Fortune wait upon her for't, 

And wreck her Fate as low as firſt T found ir, 

When it lay trembling like a hunted Prey, 

And hungry Ruine-had it fr. the' wind; ©. 

When Barb*rous Nations, of a r#ce unknown, © 

From undiſcover'd Northern R $ carne, en 
To lay her waſte, and ſweep her from the Earth 
Till I, I Marizs roſe, the Soul of all 

The Hope {h* had left,and with unwearied Toil, - 
Dangers cach hour, and never-ſkeping + ', I 

( A burthen for a God ) oppos'd my ſelf 

*Twixt her and Deſolation, gorg'd the maw 

Of Death with flaughter'd Ar of her Foes, 
Reftor'd her Peace, and made her Name renown'd. . 

Mar. jun. The Glory of that War mutt be rethember'd, 
When Kome, like het ol4' Mother Troy, ſhatt He - 

In Athes. ... Full 300000 men, 

All ſans of Fortune, born 'and bred in Fields. 

Whoſe Trade was War, and Camps their. Habitation, 
Hung like a Swarm of Miſchiefs on the Hills 

Of Italy, and threatned Fate to Exrope. 

Gran. They came'in Tribes; as if to take poſſeſſion, 
And ſcem'd a People whom' the hand of Fate 
Had ſcourg'd by Famine from a barren Land, 

Of Viſage foul and ugly, pinch'd and chapt 

By bitter Froſts and winter Winds 3 yet fierce 

. As hungry Lions of the Defarr. : 
Their Wives with loads of Children at their bis 
Bold manly Haggs, whom Shame had long forſook, 
And va _ living had” inur'd to 111, 

Follow'd in Troups like Furies. 

Mar.jun. And all was done too when that Dole Mettllus 
Shrank like a Worth, and Syls ſcarce was heard of. _ 
_ _ Mar. ſex, That curſt Metellss Rill has bin my Plague, 

And ever done me moſt deliberate Wrong 3 
Becauſe, like a tame Hawk, I ſcorn'd' to fly : 
Juſt at- his Quarries, and attend his Lure. 


Becauſe 


| Of Caius: Marius. 
Becauſe I grew too-great for him in Wars, 
And ſerv'd his Country well; he hates me. Twice 
Have I already offer'd him: Alliance, - | 
And ask*d Lavinie, Merins, for thy Bed. 
Beggary catch me when agen I court him. 
Why es thou, Boy * Mill at c<h* unfucky name 
Of that Lav wn, I've. obſerv'd thee thus ©: - | 
With thy Looks fixt, as if thy Fate had ſeiz'd chee, £59 
Mar. jun. Why did you name" Levinis # would fi. had nc't 
Bin born, or that Metellzs had not got her. 
| Mar. ſen. Forget her, Marivs: Dev 5 dainey Bir, 
A Delicate for none but Sylle's tali, | 
The Fav'rite Sylls, th' Idpl- that's ifet up 
To blaſt thy Hopes, and-: dloud thy: Father's Glories... 
Conſider that, my Marius, and forget her. 
Mar. jun. Forget her? oh! i has Beauty might enſnare 
A Conquerour's Sout, and make him: leave his Crowns 
Ar random to be ſcuMled for by Slaves. - 
Forget her ? oh! teach\ai, {great Parent ) teach me. 
Reade me each day: a -Lefturerof the 'Wrongs 
Done you by that Inglogious: Patrician. 
Till my Heart __— uy but Revenge, 
And quite forget  Lavinis cre dwelt. there. 
Methinks *twould not be hard, :ev'n midi the Senate, 
To ſtrike this through him in: His Confub's.'Chair, - 
Fumblc him thence, and modint:it in his Read. | 
Mar. ſen. Oh ! name not him and Conulſhip together : 
Sylla and Conſul? Tet 'em far apart - 
- As Eaft from Weſt for as they now are met, 
It bodes Confuſion, Rome, to thetand thine... : | 
Gran. I'd rather ſce. Rome: but one' Funera]-pile, / 
And all her people quitting Her ike Bces, 
Driven by Sulphur from their Hives 5 
Much rather {ce her-Scnatours in Chains 
Drage'd through the Streets todeath, and Slaves made Loxds,. 
Then ſee that vain preſumptuous Upſtart's Pride | | 
Succeed to lead the Armies::you have bred. 
Mar. ſen. 'Tis fuch a W as. even” Tortures Thoughe,, 
That we who *ve been her Champion forty: yeark. 
Fought all her Battcls with renoww'd Suc 
And never loſt her yet a man in vain, |. 
Should, now her nobleli Fortune is at ſiake;. 
And Mitbridates Swoid: is drawn, be thrown. 
Alide, like ſome old broken batter'd Shield : 
To ſee my Lawredls wither as I ruſt: 
and all this manag'd. by the. curſed Craft, 


Betulantr 
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” Petulant Envy, and malignait 'Spight © 519 001 91215 F 3 2% 
Of that old barking Senate's-Dog; Cl,» Jett 6 FIN AA 
Stake me, juſt Gods, with Thunder to the Earth, / ) ybraters 52:08 


Lay my gray Hairs low id the Gave of Death, Arena. b. bales bo - 
$i s By © pgs _ hp I's 


Rather then live in metn'ry of ſuchi/Shame!”” 

| Gran, Periſh Metellus/firlty-And all /his Rae) fl 1 oil vo 7 
Mar, ſen. There ſpoke the Soul of - Mariter.” Bye IG 13 10 

Of Fove, \ 9571 bx} bee 238T yiali es 137 200d fi | INT 

T hate him: buds@ chem: Famine or Diſcaſes, by ont at 

Periſh his Family, let inveterate Hate «/ 1ntnt mor m nod ma 


_ Commence betweenour Houſes -from this moment 5 1) 42th 
And meeting never let *em bloudlefs: part; 7d 507 Fo 1 etal F 
Go, Granius, bid $ alpitius fixaight be ready: | Wee 991vuT 901 
To meet me with his (Guards upon the Forum. 2398 07 400 of 
_ By all che Gods, I'll chaſe. this Dxmon'our; 7 5 - J 
Thar rages thus in'Rome 3 or let her 'bloud E197 2:5 IE OA), 
To that degree; till ſhe grow' tame eng 2 aria 7 3 f. 
To tremble at the Rod of my Revenge. : d 07 IOBIGE 16 
Why didfi not. thou' applaud* me for: the Thooght, £9 3 137; 22Yt63 
Take m*in thy Arms, and theriſh' my old. Heater? iT IDEA 
*T. had bin a lucky Omen. Art thou dumb ?; 

Mar, jun. As dumb as folemn Sorrow oaght to be.” 
Conld my Griefs ſpeak, the Tale would have no _ 
Muſt EF reſolye: £0” hate Merelws Race, - The" - hs 25 itt 29d 
Yet know Lavinia.took her Being thence Ii 446 ff HT 
- Lavinia! Oh! there's Mufick in the Name, | |  *fdicgsT 
- That Goftning me: to: Infant Tenderne(s, 
Makes my Heart ſpring like the firſt- leaps: of Like; | 

Mar. ſen. Then thou art loſt -if thou art Man and Romany 
If thou haſt Vertue in thee, or canſi-prize +: © 
Thy Father's Honour, ſcorn her-like'a' Slavi.: 4 a 
Hell! loveher? Dam her:-there's Mettllzs. iniher.;' 
In every Lineof her bewitching Face, 
There's a Reſemblance tells whoſe Brood- ſhe came of. . 
T'd rather ſee thee in a Brothel: trapt, | +1. 5 ---: 
And baſely wedded 40:4 Rufftran's Whore, E 
' Then thou ſhouldſt think>to taint my wrath Bloud | 
With the baſe Puddle of thato? resfed- EIT 
Lavinia? —— 

Mar. jun, Yes, Lavinia;-is the not 
As harmleſs as the Turtle of the: Woods? 
Fair as the Summer- Beauty' of: the Fields ? FR ' | 
As opening Flow*rs untainte@ yet with Winds,” i 
The pride of Nature, and the:Joy of Senſe? | ES 
Why- firit did you bewitch me elſe to Weakneſs? 
es from the Sacrifice we came together, 


% 


ok Caius Mirios, 


And as by her's our Chariot drove along © 
Theſe were your words, 'That, Marize, that is She 
That muſt give Ha appineſ to Thee and Rome, 
Confirming in thy Arms my with'd-for Peace 
With old Metelzs, and break Sylls*s. heart. 
Mer, fer; "Then the was charming, *: 
© Mor jure; Oh! I found+ her ſo. © 
I lookt -and 'gar'd,: and'never miſs*d-my- Heart, 
It fled fo pleatingly' away. But-now 
My Soul is all Lavinie's, now the's fixt , 
Firm in my Heart by ſecret Vows 'made there, 
Th' indeleble Records-of faithfiil> Love, T 
You'd have me hate her-\Can my: Nature change? 
Create me o'rc agen ... and I may be 
That haughty Maſter of my ſelf inet have me: 
But as Iam, the Slave of {trong Deſires, 
That keep me firuggling under;- . Though I ſc: 
The hopeleſs fiate of niy unhappy Loves; -. © 
With Torment,:like.'a ſtubborn Slave that lics 
Chain'd to the Floor, firetcht helpleſs on his back, 
I look to Liberty, and break: my Heart, '' ; 
Mar. ſen. Has ſhe yet heard your Love, or anted her's? - 
Mar. jun. If Eyes may:{peak the language of the Heart,' 
If tend*reſt Glances, $ and: ſudden Walkne ET 
May be interpreted for Love in one 
So young, {o fair, and innocent as 5 ſhe, 
Our Souls can ne'r'be Strang 
Mar. ſen. No more: I'll: have Lavinis nd no more - 
When next thou nam'Qi; her, let it be: with iofamy, - | | 
Tell me, Sh* has whor'd, or fied her Father's houſe ; 
With ſome courſe Slave t a ſecret Kew of Luft, 
Andi then P11 bleſs; thee. ”:1 11 
Mar. jun. I ſhall obey. Gods, from your Skies look down, | 
And find like me one wretched if you can. 
No, Sir, Ill ſpeak that hatefull Name:no more, 
; But be as Curſt as you can wiſh your Son. 


Enter Sulpitius. 


Mar. ſen. Oh Sulpitins 1. 
Thou darling of m' Ambition, art thou comie?. 
What news ? | 

Szlpit, I've Teft a Preſent at your houſe, 

The Head of a Metelas, a gay tall 
Young thing, that was in time t have bin a Lord, 
But he's but Worms-meat now. 


110 The Hiſory: ant; Fol | 
Mar. ſen. My beſt Sulpities, .-111) 51 Pen vdoer ct, 


bes always. conifort'@t ime..: . Sec hertra cg Kt $50 oil 
A Strangerto my Bloud as well as Fortune, ; ..! ©4167 4; 

But meerly of his choice! my. Henour's:friend; ;\+ 1 gn 

What mighty things would: he-ndt Jog fas me? - HH 


Could'ft thou, when Honour callfd prong ning NS 
Sxlpit. How ? my young ſon .of ware eek bh coral rae 
Mar, jun. A Woman,'Sir;.. .- Tjrmalt not;ſpeak, ber: Name. - | 
Swlpit. Tf it be hopeleſs Love, ufe; generous megns, +1; pf 

And lay a kinder Beauty tothe Wounds: 2 +++ tr! {is 2 [t 9e A 

Take in a new Infeionr to.:the heary, 121: 1.4 3:6 i ya of cant 

And the rank Poiſon of the gld_ Wilkdly=o=t--5 »1d2ſ2bei” a1 
Mar, jun. A PlantancHcat is execlient Ton slies;: |: Sm well 5 uot 


BE 


Sulpit, For what ? 9 \ bns ... 025 510 201 $3494) 
Mar. jun. For :broken; Shine.” 701-10 1531814 51 '3 ;Be] 72% 
Sulpit. Why? art Kan 5 —_ ci] 
. Mar. jun, Not mall} but bound mare cheia Mad-mani,| 
Conhn'd to limits, kept. without;angofoods: 3 1151 ftobaqui p79 ; 
Whipt and cormented! 35/1 Puitheerdocuot wakt me TON - thai 4 
-Let medream m7 ao ning 341 ft a til 2 bole 2 
- , Swulpit. Oh! the ſmall Queth of. Fairies. 3-4 Ii a)- Ho! 1 
'Is buſy in his Brainsz 1theMab that eomes! 27 ff wn nr th, 
Drawn by.utlittle: Team; of-fmbtldi Aagins.: K: 22% SY t nt 


Oyer mens Noſes as|thby liz-bſſteþgc git 252filt Hoy huts IT 
In a Chariot of an empty Hazelanuit 570.4 10} bay: xt 1210 26 yell 
Made by a Joiner: Squirrel : mitwhivloſtatei Þo5 1:5 c I on Wy Oe. . 
She gallops night by Berge through Lovers brains : 1£3 211106 110 
And thenvlwowowio kedly whey:drezm;all known 0/1 nn 
Sometimes the .qounles core aCounticr'eNefeyrt wort 1420 1c V7 
And then he dreamsof begping wn Eftace;, UF: 47 26 Ae oo LT, 
Sometimes ſhe hutvies trek Boulditrts Neok;? 21uos 5mgt 2H VT 
And then dreams he of cutting forrein Thats; 121 [! I chili bo4 
Of Breaches, -Ambuſeado's;temper'd Blades; -.) wilt ig 2. 
Of good rich Winter-quartevs, and fie difuſiens. 1 oi bait be 
Sometimes ſhe tweaks Ro ps. tho Bar g; 7 ) arg f {I ie oh 
And then dreams he ©7108 $zvy ilive 52: wo 25 231110 28 36 34d 
Of Panegyricks, flatt'ring Dedications, | 

And mighty Prefents fromiithe Lord'hows who, 

But wakes as empty as he laid him down. 


Sh* has bin with $ylla too, and he OO? AQ ax auth 
Of nothing but a Coſulthip.;/i!! 115 ,nonidens ft 1 oiled vodF 
Mar, ſen. A Rattle! $ 290377 480107 


Give the fantaſtick giddy :BoymRattl8oi5i9 5 537 9 1 gt 
Fhe puling Fondliog ſhould not Wants hm pron cal 6.11 2018 
A Confultthip#: . | 17 4093Y 

—_— by all the Gods hel ſhake: it. VE and &id 34g 
0 
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—- H* has drawn a Force from Capus here to Rome, 
As if he meant Deſtruction or Succeſs ; 
The Rabble too are druplr wiewhinralready.«c- 
Mar. ſen. Alarm all 6nr- Cititens\t6 Arms 
That are my Friends. Draw you your Guards together, 
And take Pony of the Forum. Thou, 
"Tnglorious Boy, behold rmy Face no more, .. 
Till thou*ſt done onertitng' "worthy of my Name. 
Mar. jun, Firſt periſh, =+.M agd Al I hold moſt dear, 
Rather then let me feel my Father's Hate. ,., 
Mar. fer.” Why, that's well ſaid:... 
Sulpit. My Troups are all together, | | 
All ready on the Forum rrrry- hs Oh 0 (Eu 
lay tricks, with us. Our Enfſigns, 4s Hood 
By be before us, vs fier, 
And burnt to tinder. 


Devouring *em before the pepple*s. eyes, . 

Then bore the Garbage back'into ihelt Nets. 

A noiſe of Trumpets rattling in the Air , - 

Was heard, and dreadfull Cries of dying mer. 
Mar. ſen. It was the Roman Genius that ab Wides 

Me, her old Friend, not 'to let flip iny Fate, | 
Ambition ! oh Ambition ! TY” ye done* 

For thee things great and wel . Try "hall Foteune now © 

Forſlake me ? | | 

Hark thee, Swulpitins, If it come to' blows, % , 

Let not a Hair of that Metellus ſcape thee, © * * - 

Who'd ſirip my Age of its moſt dear- -bought Honours, * 


Elſe why. have I thus baſtled iti'the World,.. © - wr 


\ Through various and uncertain Fortunes hurt,” 
But to be:Great, unequall'd, and alone? Fs : 
' Which onely he cat be who Rill ſpurs on 

As (iff at laſt-as when he firſt begin. ..... 


The end of the Fir A CT. /* 


roups, took Hye uttrouch*d;' | a DS s, 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in' the fireets, un | 
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. Or Witches gathering, pois nous Herbs for Spells * © hh So 
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The Hiſtory-ond\ Fall 
ACE WE hs 


Enter Metellus and Nurſe, 


Metell. I Cannot reſi-to night : Il|-boding, Thou hes gp 
Have chas'd ſoft Sleep from my unſettled Brains. - 

This ſeems Lavinis's Chatnber, and ſhe up. 
Reſt too to_ night has bin a firanger here. | 
Lavinia ! my Broghter, hoa! where art thoad | 

Nurſe. Now by, my Maidenhead, in twelve years ola I i one) 
Come: what, Lamb ? what, Lady-b xd? Gods ORR. 
Where's this Girl Lavinia? | | | 


"Enter; Lavinia. da 


Lavin. How now? who. calls } apy.” 
Nwrſe. Your Father, Child. 
Lavin. I *m here. Your- Lordſhip g pleaſure. 
Metell. Why up at this unlucky time; of ans, a 
When nought but loathſome Vermin =. broa 


By the pale light of the cold waning Moon? . 


Lavin. Alas! I could not ſleep: in td. fad. Dream, Ter iter i 
 Methought. I G@w one ſtanding by m KEIL n= non 0 he 
To warn me I ſhould have a care of Sep, ts ODER On © 
* For *twould be bancfull — 4 rok 2 iRet as 
Metel, Dreams give Children Fears, | 13s 16540) T3 


And to my Cloſet went, to pray the Gods | NC aresS 
* avert th unlucky Ornen. | ef 
- Metell. *Twas well done. i 

Nurſe, give us leave a while: I muſt» impart. 

Something to my Lavinia. Yet ftay, 

And hear it too. Thou know'ft Lavixia's Age. 
Nurſe, *Faith, 1 know her Age to an hour. 
Metell. She's bare Sixteen. 

/ Nurſe. Pl lay Sixteen of my Teeth of itz and yet no Difpa- 
ragement, I have but Six : ſhe's not Sixteen. How long is 't now 
kince Mgrizs triumph'd:laſt ; 

' Mevell No matter, Woman, what is that to thee ? 


Narſe, Evcn Or odd, of all days i in the year, ſnce Marius _ 
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Rome_in Triumph, * tis now even Thirteen years.' Young Matias 
then too. was but a Boy. My Lair and. ſhe were both: of an Age, 
Well, Lais is in Happineſs: ſhe -was too .good for -mme--' But as F 
was ſaying, a month hence ſhe *l} be Sixtcen.  *Tis : ſince Marius 
triumph*d now full Thirteen years, and - then ſhe was weaned.. Sure 
I ſhall never forget it of all days..,. Upon that day, (forT had thew 
laid Wormſecd to kl Brealt, fatting, in the ;Syn junder; the Dove-! 
houſe-Wall) my LaYy and: you. were at the Shaw... Nay, Ido bear! 
a Brain! but, as I Gid before; when- it did talk the 'Wormſeed on 
my Nipple, and felt it" bitter, pretty. Fool! to ſee it teachy and/falt 
out with the Nipple. Shout [ag the people in,the fircets. *T'was 
no need, I trow, to hid me trudge.. And lince that time it is Thirteen” 
years 3 and then Fig cou'd fone alone; nay, ſhe cou'd run; and-waddle 
all about: for juſt the day before; the broke her Foxchead,' and:then 
my Husband ( Pea ce he; with: him; he was, #-merry;man) Tg up 
the Baggage. Ay, Yue he,. doſt thou fall upon; thy-Face ?; thou 
wilt fall backward when thou haft more wit; wilt thou-not, Vinny ? 
and by my fackings, the pretty Chic left Crying, and faid, Ay.. - 4 
I warrant and I ſhould live a Thouſand years, I never ſhould: forget 
'n on thou not, hes quoth. he and, FReddm? Neck, it! a+ and 
aid; Ay. 3 wb 143554 
Metel, Enough of th iis; z fic > thy | impertinent Chat. | 
Nurſe. Yes, my Lord :: yet cannot chuſe but laugh; to think i 
ſhould leave Crying, and; fay, AF-+- +; And; yet.in ſadneſs it. had a 
Bump on its. Brow as big 4. 4,Cockeil!'s fone; a parlous -Knock, 
and it cry'd bitterly. Ay, quo? amy Hugbang, /fall''upon thy Face? 
thou wilt fall backward. when' thou; confi. to Age, wilt thou not, 
Vinay ? Look you' now, it_flinted, and (aid, Ay. «+ 
Metell. Intolcrable trifling Godh IP, Peace. | 
Narſe, Well ; thou walt. t e pretty. ſt Babe that had Might 
I but live to ſee thee 6s wariy d onee, ſhould be happy-.. Kk finted, 
and faid, Ay... 
Metel.. What i#ok” you then of Marriage, my "nin 2 
It was-the ſubject that, I camejto-treat of. ._ ) 9. 
Lavin, It is a thing, I have not- dreamt: of —_, Fs 
Nurſe, Thing ? the thing -of;Marziage 2; were I not thy Nuzſe, 
I would ſwear thou». OE: Tuck thy Wiledome from by Tex. 
The thing ? | 
Metell, Think of it now y then, for I come to make 
' Propoſals may be worthy of your Withes.. . 
They are for Syla, the young, the. gay, the; handfamce, 
Noble in Birth aid Mind, the valiant Sylla, | 
Nurſe, A man; young Lady, Lidy, ſuch a man as al the world, ry 
why, he's a man of Wax. WATTS. 
Metell. Conſider, Child; my, Hopes are all-in Thee. | 
And now Old age gains ground fo faft upon me, I 
C3 *Morg 
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. Reſt fiom/all worldly Cares an ei a g 0 battanoW 


*Mongf at its fad. Infirnities) my Fei Feirs 2a 203 Aqrmitt 61 vm 
Fot Thee arc'hot the finalletys tin id .yol & 2d ew n0) nate. 


Therefore Pve' mide Alliatiee with: thi is SyEg0 0H ct 21 oor lo 


A high-born' Lord, and of the noble Hopey! {10 {nlyst 25 
Fhat Rome can boaſt, to give thee td is Aims 5 {142 rog b* qeirets 
36 in the Wintcr of my Age t fin415> © 10: 22910 1 25990 I'd 
In thowirs Sun-ſtine"of iy Hr £T ya (Ia W-9M _y 
"Lovin; If Happiriefs be Texted bone, © at T 26 260 ! ni =. 
Or that ty being- bleft'can make 'you- Go," N:D28 ; 15g y 
Eet'me implorett/ oft my Knees. "Fain [ hm. ST} AT Juo 


Yous ogecly *Chitd, and RAIL + Ham won 1chawmo:! 
pert Kite Life, have bin. obedieti he op 9: Contlee Etis 52485" 
y* have3eve bin #lovii | 16h v7 7144 10t 57 " iis. 


ponrt a me'up wich $1069 2894 ) bode fd yar 
Which' never #4 me” hitherto + te NA e85969 od 
Narit hor” thar Sys thy invre-: tag ; rrlw bam 72809 1'si ntiw 
I cattivt/love | him: ee} ; 11 23381 Yau & 62116 
> MeeÞ invphyon on 1 aig! ne? K hr bluo it bas mnitngw | 
biEobin;! Ti i FOR off d3o1p Lanny on wot 7! ROny 
Metell. Oh early Diſobedience! by the X A. bist 
Debaucht alrdidy- to thei Bexe's Fol A. : Gog Js. « i Mat 
Perverſenels, and uritoward headfiron way * WE vt 
6 (Lavin. "Think tme'notfo\, F glallly ſhall fbnitt () (#5! Plot 
To-any thing-3 hay -amuſt ſubmit-to* tot aft & 5 1 er no qind 
_ Yet think &lirele! tlychfeltinky Phacell” A + oylz2n! 1d L112 2} bas” 
The'Rites of Matriape ae df.tnj hey tholuglt 2” 6d [gr thi words 
And ſhould you: vidlate a' thing fo Sacred: 09 1! T5 5 ah 
'Into a lawful Rape, and load' my 'Sourl © © aiftht vt : tle I Tv 
With hatcfall Barids! which never ca/grow cal 3 chaos , or 
- How tmiferable att! 191;Ke'4 | He pa) bem 9207 5: 1 03 : Reg dT 
* Metell. Has then ſome other taken up your eart? SA big) 2508 
- And baniſht Duty as att Exile charles 4 HOY" AULE 15: 7 SP 
What ſenſual lewd Companion! of thee hee $2910 dil  enW 1t 
Have you bin holding/ Converſat x with, 1 : T SOILED 
From ofith Windows at 4#idhiphtgheiy, ! 217 5 ou TD ns 
When yourJooſe Wiſtheb Would ide 4 iv! 046? FR ol we [ 
1 WE } 


Lavin. if I ſhould love, is that a fault in one _ Fa 


But when you rt _ '4 "Hill for tiny! Love,” i ed wb t ©; 


If T did rity, I'd tell you, c1 jF'T dus rſt" | £%. cirvitl ati. 9-8 
- .Oh Mirins! 3ift B $12 NES BOY: BH A vt 
Metell, ky KEY! 10 a8 6 7 — rf 


Lavin, *T'was' Meritis* Sir; UA _ eh " Natot 
_Thac Enemy to you tad alt your” Houle. F277 Veolt: ft 


I 


1.0f Caius Maibos..” | 


"Twas an unlucky Omen, that. che: faſter 105 6biv0d). 3 dan ded 
Demanded me in Margiage for his: Som::: 23a! w4 il; 6 17s 
Yet, Sir, believe me, 14: ſoot cowd! wed: ff thr) We i boA 
That Marins, whom I've cauſe-tothate; as: Sylls. Th ST 1+ 
Metell. No more; \by;allixhe Gods;: will make rietmad, $6. {4 
That daily,igholy, hogly..cveryaway « / - cur 
My care has bin to-make thy Fewtune thigh 3 cu a EREY 
And having:pew' :pxo vided theta Jickd:!i! 2: rm agarett Loh 
Qt mobleſt}Parentage, of fair Demeans, $ 033 35049; 
Early in Fame, Youthful, and{wetb ally'dj i 7 : 
In every thing as thought cqwal "iſh a man, 01118 297} Teal 
To have at laſt 3 wagiched Piling Fol: not 1272 5607 L247 
A whining Suckling, ignorant - of er Good," 12 £.310Þ a} bd 
-To anſwer, I'Vonozpmgd; 4oongper davecn 511), ot 1 
If thou art mine, reſolve-upen Compliance, i! 11 
Qr1 think ;3no more;to reſt; beyeath ny -Roofs, 


ay try:thy Rhee bord Wis THELIG £13 4h 

| Gaze, whe ON ecbue ink ro mores Me; 1 3 9 IB 
NOR 2hyRecrm-v; © 00777 one 19 4 6 
en: Wall yon bom quis A oyourpnr oi 7 = 

ha ifom ARhke: a, Vageantoutiof Doos, 11 © | 1 t<< 5 


.Tai wander up aud down the: fireers of Rome, z dotlt.ca 
Angeheg any biicatl with farow ? >CanTibear i - 1) 7 ns 
The proud augbihard:Regilings af.4 —_ 1 2:f, vd C5H | | 
Fat' with his Maſter's pn when Lak - ' 32 500 exrour bf, 
A little Pity fon wy: Pikehing, Mans? : 206: 230b,o0- ny A 
Shay Lendive the-£old,- wet; windy Nighe, ol 257 

To:ſecka ſbeltar;updes. dropping Hves,7 ©» 

AcPerch whH1 Bed, «a; Thicthdld for: my Pillow; 
Shixirjng-ard: faty'd for want (ow anach :1 bY ood, þ bas. go: 
Smell Si my .Slghts, ;avd airnbit-Clioak'd with Toars? 1 >, 
Mult at the unchatitsble' f ategrt-itft 9- FIC 34 & Jv z s $15: Horny 1 
Ot:provd:graatmen zimplore; Relidf' in: para 2167. 1135) K14 SHOT 


Muſt I, your poor Lavinia, bear all this, : or 6 eV ID 
Beeatile Yam nor; Miſkis:of my: Heart; : [2g Wort OY L_ 
Or cannot love ned a dom Mode) tice 394 YA a F {* 
Metell. Anthaw nat Milk of! thy Heart Anh 7 bet 
Lavin. No, K a 2 SG) 
*Fis giv*n away. 13 3rods 2 c7-cailt 150 1s OL US eaumne, 
Metel, 'Fo whom? 21g 0h for bnn Þ 3's 05 [g7015 939 Jar 
Lavin, T dare nofetglh ya £4 IL os Mo. gi $197) 44. BY 


But: Pl! endeavyguy Reangelyi ts Sorger/im, 14400-18141 lit. DaAf 


Ifayaitll:forger but [Sylle, | | art gO | 

| Metell,, Thou doſt well. 
Conceal: his Name if thou'dft preſerve his Life. 
Farlifidhere be'a | Death in Rome that might 
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' Curſt be thy Purpoſes, moſd<urſt thy Love. 
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Be bought, it ſhould not mils hich.'-/Froin'! s Hove © 4 EL 
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© roy be &. | Ye 4 


”—— CLE. _ . 


And if thou marry*ſt, ih -thy-Weddi 

May all the Curſes of an:imurd Parent > 

Fall thick, -and blaſt the Bicffngs of thy'Bel. «4s 
Lavin, What have you done'?i'alas | Sir, as you a ke, | 


= 


-7} il 


Methought the Fury: of your words took place;” ah Seed : 
And firuck my Heart, like Lightning, deed within'me $01 DHA 
Gone too? Q F- "9 Ex, Metl 
Is there no Pity ſitting in the: Clouds [oY er 

That feces into the bottom.of *my Grief? £8 40107 PEP 9 IE 
Alas! that ever Heav'n ſhould practiſe Sevitogerns bins 1. 
Upon ſoft a Subje4 as myſelf} -:i! 4 6/ SNL 


What fay*t Thou? haſt not: thou's word df Joy? I e+ g 
Some Comfort, Nurſe, in:this 'Extremity.” | 

Narſe. Marty, and' there's but need one "ods my mY this Dia 
of ours was an arrant Wag in his young '&ays' for -all- this:/* my. 
and what then ?. Marivs:is'a Man, and Nos! ylaz''! Oh 1b | 
rius's Lip! and then Sylla?s::Noſe and Forehead 1- But theh fafs 
Eye agen ! how. *twill ſparkle, :andwititkle; ard xow!; ter ? 
But to (ce Sylle a horſeback ! But to \ſee Marine walk, or dance! 
ſuch a Leg, ſuch a Foot, ſuch|a Shape; ſuch a Motlori, Ahh h.4. 
Well, Marius is the man, muſt be'the man; and eultby the anc” 

Lavin, He's: by his Father's Nature rough and tierce, 074, 90 2 
And knows not yet the follies of my Love; * /-!'f 7 £5 SITL UN 
And when he, does, perhaps may ſcorn and hate me. v5 3H 

Nurſe. Yes, yes, he's'a rude, unmannerly, ili-bred Fellow.” He is 
not the Flow'r of Curteſy 3 but, ;Þ'll}-warrant' him, as gentle-: a312 
Lamb. Go thy ways, Child, ſerve God.” What? 4 Father's an'Old 


- man, and old men. they ſay will take/ care. But a Young iman! 


Girl, ah?:a Young man/!:: There's a: great. deal in'a Young / men, 
and thou ſhalt have a mo man.” What ?!'Ihave bin thy Nutſe 
theſe Sixteen years, and: I ſhould know what's good we thee ſurely. 
Oh! ay... a Young man! 

Lavin, Now prithee leave- me to my af awhile. | noms Norſe. 
"Tis hardly yet within two.hours of Day, 5 © 
Sad Nights ſeer Jong... . I'll: down into the Garden." 
The .Qveen of Night 
Shines fair with all her. Virgin-ſtars about her. 
Not one amongſt *em all a Friend to me : | 
Yet by their Light a while I'll guide 'my ſteps, -: Ws 
And think what courſe my. raeqdlib@? ſhite. mult rake 002 1-1 
Oh Marixs ! 8:2, 21:6 3 0k nt 


? _ 
Ii. ' 97 


SCENE 


$4 " Cains WR 


$5:77 P22 MIc4O; ! bs An} 
SCENE” Uo 0g 
A walled Gerdes telongng to Metcllus weeds t > 
dr ur Jr nil ee ET Fl, _ 


This ſure ſhould;be the; Manſion of Lavinia ; ' ©: 
= 3 ſuch Groves the Deities firſt dwelt. 


3 £\ 
in; 


w# v &f, fiat &: 


| Can I go forward when ty Hearts here> - 21 all” 
Turn back gll Aa and find OY Center out; . /51) #125 21-1 94: -/ 
| Fe the Gardes, 
__ : " Enter. Grazivs ond Sulpirius w/ Lat a 197 
2 SORT. Jow2l tt 
| Gran, This Way + he went{s, why, are! Be Mart? 
W There's not ſo weak a Drunkard as a Lover 3 2M MA 


One Bottle to his Lady's health quite addles'/him. -/ 


Gran. He ran this way, -and: Tape this a 
Call, good Swulpitins, - 


Szlpit. Nay, T'll conjure too! git ” o $15: he oth 
Why, Marins! Humours! Paſſion lined-meb Lovett Ot 
I Fear thou in the likeneſs of a' Sigh. ' p4 | 
| but one word; 'and I am: *d;" 


| hears not, neither fiirs he-yer.: 'Nay then 


I conjure thee by bri evi Bee. os 's ICY warty fri 40 
By her high Forchead, and her cartet-Lipy ! +2 19m 06 !1'E bot. 
By her fine Foot, traight ' and quivering Thigh; nub 0&0 
And the Demeans that there jacent ly, O87 WP, 
That in thy likeneſs thou appear to us. Yi 360g 


Gran. Hold; good: Swipitiz;; this will an Tri? I) 

Swulp. This _ anger:him.'* 'T'wo _—__ _ 19 af VOL 
To raiſe a Spirit in-his Lady's Arms; M8 i 2801" 
Till ſhe had laid and charm'd it 7 6h agen. | 1310 :Fa8 Y 

Gran. Let's go: I has hid himſelf anidagrheſs Trees, NT TN 
'Tody his melancholick Mind in Night. ”. 

Blind is his Love, and: beſt befits the Dark, 117 362 1144 

Swxlpit. Pox o this Love, ithislittle: Scarcrow Oy z8rl3 204 bis 
That frights Fools with his painted Bow of Lath-- ie D; 
Out of their feeble ſenſe. us 
\+ ' Gran. Stop there... let's leave the Subje and its Slaves p 
| Or burn Mezelius Houſe about his . cars. 
D _ Salpin, 


v 


© Tillman, Fol 


Sulpit. This morying-Sylls means to 'enter Rome : 


"Your Father too demands;the 
Yet now when he ſhou' ket wh Throats; 


Your Brother's. loſt 3' Joſt in' a maze of Love,. A : 
The idl&Eraantty:ofiCattowBoys: : 4 0 koi }. 
T'd rather truſt my Fortunes with a Daw, 


That hops at every Batterfly ha {£ts, wi: A 
Then have to doe in honour with a man  - - 


' That fells hls ;Yevee.fÞt a'Waoman's. Smiles: ce87 WH C17_T ['Excew MH 


0 ym to raninir ils donde s ago 21 Accs or 
Enter Marius junior. inthe Garde 08) S181 1'F 
 frut ei 587 23voron dad fil 70! . 
Mar, jun. He laughs «Wounds thaanexen felt theta Gre 1 rig 
What Light is that which breaks thxough yordet\Shdde?fS. Lavinia: A 


| Ys 0s, my gnce the Balcony. 


ſeems to hang upon the cheek of Night, 


Fairer then Snow upon, the? Raxcn's; hack, «1. | 
Or a. rich Jewel 'in an Athiop's car. S 


Ta A es Nr i, at AHA 


Bond \tbiak-alie Dejimenr btcakirg;? aut 
Lavin, Ah me? 0] i 5; b1B21 10" Have G1 1-2 9190T 
Mar. jan, She ſpeaks! il: SHIUVD $1 $719 >'e E \ 6 4 if t)3 911905 260 
Oh! Teak gd. We ah hetthopras cids ret 2H ants 
As glorious to this Night, as Sun at Noon .. SR ak. "= ND 
To the admiring eyes of gazing Mostals;1jco2 111 vert. rn? 
When he beſtridg tht dany-bufhbgtlouds; mom: $1.26 NAW 
And fails upon the boſom of thi@Airio #}>in5zlil orlt ch pods 1:9 A 
Lavin. O Marius, Maring'l* wheretore dt. thou Marines ? 1:0 3829 
Deny thy Family, rengwriee, thy Name:! ?rii 121012; 200 #x25d. 517 
Or if thou wilt not, be byg-(wortrimy: Lonby ind 4d 9501 21 (90% 1 
And I'll no longer call MitthwRaxents! bn: nicdozol dgid will yi 
Mar. jxn. Sight iT ng 1" ammo parrpuneil S nit zl 44 
Lavin. No. {i 311936192 91952 3803 e: pan 204 nfl 
*Tis but thy Name that is. my cEnemy;: 0:11 222057 of _ 
Fhou would'g. he Rill-chyy: elk, theugh. act Moving) 1 
Belov'd of mnj/and:chavining'as thaibrts;, +> 25:10 62 id r Rt 
What's in a Name? that whichywetalk 4 Roſegi 372/92 2 Slim of 


By any other name way'd damelb as Guces.:'- |. jos bir: £6 ol HT 
So Maris, were he. aft ergy #4 | » UE! > 19.: VS9) 
Be ftill as dear to my defiring;Ey&,:: ':*: Ofoftalaite ail oh of 


Without that Title. Miri, ldb-thyoNanicy:- S10Þ tif of fi 

And for that Nawd] which is nd jhrtof Thee; d1'o £4 Aga 

Take a} Laviniag: :: : 10 vvod btn 1160 ed. are fort 1.5133 3841 
Mar. jun. At thy word F take thee. A&N £1321 3:3 3:4 

Call mc but Fhine, ant Joys wilt fo -:tranfport . .mey! . 

pi ay 5 Lager my (elf, azid + obs: Thengd.. { anbatb} 1 {8 


Lavin, Who art Thou, t ar this Bhd wel RN jpht __ 
Haſt overhtitÞ my! FblG + Jo O25 Arp 

Max. jun. By a hoy 2's Fs: Sid) <iw b* yl wh TE! ont 
I know not how to te} rhee WhoTay)-© "1 '(Vs7 O62 207222 27 


My Name, dear Ceatiire,'s Hates ty 5, 1-203 2xil ooT 
Becauſe it is an Enemy'tb* Thee 2185 Fa, 2x3 
Lavin, Marixs ? how cats ſtithod HGH ad why9 | G0) 
The Orchard-walls are high, and hafd to elitmnks;* 2” 24 Honig 
And the place Death, *confid*rin -who thon 4 07 wihvr oy {uh 
If any of our Family here find thee; 7 7 Df: TRIM | 


By whoſe DireQions didſt thou find-this place ? 
; Mar, jun.* ByLove, that firfi' did' ompr met Wc 
He lent me Counſell, and Fence hit is 


: : £: 
= 3-0 +3 = 


I am no Pilot; yet- wert thon as far Wi LON? nh Srl 
As the vaſt Shoar waſht* by the' Fartheft Sea, : 204 vs 
Id hazard Ruine for a Prize fo dear. -— x 194-7 


Lavin- Oh Mariw ! vain are all fuch Hopes' ard Wilhes. 


WF Caius Mud) oo 


The hand of Heay*'n has thrv6Wn'4 Bar between, eB $ 2707: See Y 


Our Houſes Hatred * aniÞ'ehe Fare of Rome, i” oo s xa I 
Where none but Sylla muſt be happy now, Is b iS -21 ak vet! 10 
All bring. him Sacritices of ſome fort, ” » 700 out © 4652 nn; ant 
And I-muft be a Vicim't6 his-Bed; © - b A 1% 
Fo night my Father broke the Ureadfill' news; F (7-90 
And when I urg'd him for the FIgit of of Eb," E461 
He threaten*d me to baniſh'me- ouſe? s 20, n67 you bo ho? 
Naked and fhiftleſs to the World. _ Wo Sri, th, \there YER 
-Mariws, receive' a 'Beggarto'thy Boſom?! 2 1 vio 
Mar. jun. Oh! were my Joys but fixt upon thas point,” 
Pd then ſhake hands with Fortune 'and be friends; > ie EE 
Thus graſp my Happineſs, embrace it thus,” * '* ©» (#! | 
And, bleſs th*ill turn that gave the&to' ny Arms. iu@ yr eh 1420. 
Lavin. Thou know'ſt the maxk of Night is on'rfly Face it 
Elſe ſhould I bluſh for what'th* haſt heard me Tpeak, - DIES 
Fain would I dwell on Form: fain, fain deny * > (1 7 
The things I've ſaid : but farewell all ſuch Follies. OT 
Doft thou then love? 'I 'know thou*lIt fay thou? AVTE 
And I muſt take thy. ward, though 'thou 'prove- Me. 211 911 - 
' Mar. jan. By yon bright Cymbia 's bolalls « thit ſhiries above.” - 
' Lavin, Oh! ſwear not by the Moon, th' inconftant Moon, | 
' That changes Monthly, and ſhines but by (eaſns,: 
Left that thy Love. prove vatiable too. | 
Mar. jun. What ſhall'T Gear by : Rand; m 
Lavin. Do not (wear at all. ER OO ON 
Or, if thou wilt, (wear by thy gracious Selb, . 
Who art the God of my Idolatry, 
And Pl believe thee. 
2 


= 


The Hitory nd Foll. 


in. Nay, do'not Iehough ni: be greats. 
I'm hardly ot with this rr S = <p 
It ſeems too raſh. too unadyisXd;and  fudden, 11. vp-;t 
Too like the Lightning, whith dots ceaſe to. be; . 
E're one can ſay it is. © Therefore this time _ - 
Good night, my. Mavins ;- may A happier hour 
Bring us to crownj.onr, Wi 
Mar. jun. Why -wilt thou —— ſo ualaial'4? | 
Lavin. What would thou have? © -_ ... Tt + 
Mar. jun. Th* Exchange of Love for mine... 
Lavin. I gave thee ping before thou _ requeſt >... 
And yet I wiſh I cou 4s Oak Gets 7 $72evr; 
Mar. jun. Why ? 4 + Eoy #200 
Lovis. 'But to be frank, and giveiit. thee agen... 
| My Bounty is as boundleſs as the. Sez, ts | 
* My Lomagdern; the mos] give to hes, DNS. 
 " Fhe more I have: for both.aze Infioites; ;--1 + 1-7; + 
I hear a Noiſe within. Farewell, my Morne <A IPL. Wh | 
Or ſtay a little, and V'1l come.agens ! ./ 11 al: 1 
Mar. jun. Stay ? ſure for ever. - pg 
Lavin. Three words, and, Marixs, then good nigh lene 
Ef that thy Love by jean meant, :...: | CES 
Thy purpoſe Marriage, ne. word. Or Fe. Po ER be 09 
And all my Fr at thy c EU Mikes 9 
Nurſe within. Madam}. |; | Et i 
Lavin. I come anon. But i tho men wt not « well,” 
L do belſcech. thee, - . -. $59 
Nurſe within, Madam ! Madam! , ITY 
Lavin. By and by, I come. ... | 
To ceaſe thy Suit,-and leave me-to my Grieks, 36; tut 
Fo morraw 1 ill ſend.'. + «+ | _ | Exh 
Mar. jun. So thrive my Soul. Is not-all this a Dream, | 
Foo lovely, ſweet and flart'ring; to be true? : 
Re-enter Lavinia. + . TN 
Lovin. Hig, Marixs,, hiſt. Oh for a Falkner's voics.. Ag 1-46 
To Lure this 'Taflell-gentle back. agen, : _... : CONT 
Reftraing has, Fears, and may not. ſpeak aloud: 
Elſe would I: tear the. Cave. where Echo tes... 
| With repetition of my Marjer. — 
. Mar.jun. It is my, Love” that calls me back agen. Y 
How ſweetly, Lovers voices. ſound by. night 1. Rt OY 
Like ſofteſt Muſick, to — Wt if-oo arired] 3e te oy 
Lavin, Marines. 47 AGE EIS: ox Po = 
Mar. jun. My. dear. 2. | 
Lavin, What a.clock to morrow.#? 
Afar.) . At the hour of ning 


& Caivs Marius: 
Lok I will not fail; . Ts twenty years till then, 


mile jn I £ all thee Þ T0 
067 lll thou xemember'ft why. (r” 
cakes $ breaking, I wou'd have EG es 
af yet no farther then. a, Wantop's Bird; 
That lets it hop a little from his: hand, \ 
To ll it by its Fetters back agen. "ro 
ar. jun. Would I were thine. 
| Lavin. Indeed and ſo would;b . 
Yer T ſhould kill thee ſure with teo much cherifhing- 
No more... Good night. 
Mar. jun. There's ſuch ſweet Pain in parting, 
Fhaz I could hang, for cyerpa thy» Arms;:. 
And look. away wy lite. into thy Eyes. 
+» To morrow will -come«.. 


ry ane? So it will. - C night. oſs” > 
Heav'n bethy Guard) and all its Bleſſings wait thee; .. (6 Ex.Lavin. 
To morrow ! *tis no longer ; but Delixes. | 


Arc ſwift, and longing Love wou'd laviſh times... + >: 152 + 
To morrow ! oh to. moxyow). till-that, come: :;; ji t 1 Lodt ON 
The tedious Hours move heavily away, z alin 


And cach long Minute ſcems. a lazy. Day- 
Already Light is mounted in the Air, 


Striking it ſelf through every Element: -- v7 waa 
Our Party will by this time;b 9 =o Hy -4a vt G10 
Fo try the Fate of Marizs and;Reweer cu 2 
Love and 'Renown' ſure 'court, me thus together... - F 
Smile, _ ye Gods, and _ Succels to both. 1 


S CEN E "the' Forum... , ; 


Y 


"Enter Fear C 2 Meade 


cis. V Ell, Neighbours, now We are e hear, whatmuf det >. 
I. wet Why, you mutt, give your Vote. for Caine Marius. if he Cons 
ful: and ifany body {peaks 2gainſtyou, knock'em downs... .1 >! 
2, Cit. The truth'on't js, there's nothing like a-Civil. Gommnnies, 
where good: Subjes may, have leave to knock. Brains out to maintain. 
Privileges. | 
3. Cit. Look:you +... but what's this Sylla 2 this Sylla ? FT ve heard 
great talk of him... He's a damnable. fighting fellow. they. ſays. -hae 
hang him ..... lie's a Lord. | 
I, Cits Ay, ſo he is, Neighbours: and: L know. not! why any one 
ſhould be a-Lord: more then another. I care not for a Lord : what good: 
da they, doe * nothing but run in oar debts, and ly with. oux. Wives: -- 
- IÞI3, 4, Cit. 


AT The ifibry- and Fall 

4. Cit, Why; theie's: w-Griovatice now. \Þ 94 7; 
home, no more mine then Rome*s--mine. * 72 fair: 
hair Cupids 3: and Taman ont Bich thwhy He fa 4 F 
I'll ha' 4 23 26-£17 ow I 4441) 5: i" f'Drap# an 

'T, Cit. Hark ! hark! Drums and! Tix unPets 2 'Drims'#hd T SIT; 
pets! They are coming. Be'you ſize Yoif roar oyr far a s Mi and 


doc as much miſchicf-as you cart ©1517 #3 3t 9g 
30100 979% I $7 0h o pot Hh; - 


Enter Marius ſenior and bis Sons. Mitts bar borks %þo " DE; Shoulder | 


© of two Romari Slavir, ' "Sdlpi S' at the bad'f of the Guar 
iT 1947 * Lirnagen | 


Sulpit. Tucker, ye <EERcce® \F wal T3-T | Sulphiar| } Pi a FT 36rls : 
Your Tribune, and ProteQtous af: your Enedon," {ann How! ba. 
By virtue of that Office here have-calfd 'You, V7 3290007 IT zh 
To chuſe a Conſul. Abel King of Pontuc A begin a War 


pan: US | 
Invaded our Allies, our Ede violated,” 1 237 Trgnon OL 
And threatens Romeit ſelf; *vphiorny/ © rar br B et iti) 93A 
.To lead you forth in this' mhef plovious War'?"" 3 80 1 770 1:2 ot . 


Mariws, or Sylla ? woH 200121 2D 
N Al Gr, A Morin! a Maris 11a Marin MA aw! 129 bop 
Mar. ſen. Countrymen, {0t # ons JVI Ld ELL 


And Fellow-citizens, my Brethren all years HO! 4A Us: 5; apr xok 
Or, if it may be thought a dear n wy a1 (6s 1207 V17Gs 1002 


My Sons, my Children, glovpvF-+ __ 29 5361 Q6ln a0 ot 
I come not hither artn'd to) force your Saffrage,. ©" A bas v4.1 
As'Syla does to enter Rome with Pow*r, + © "ooo b3e gOHLEENG 
As if he meant a Triumph o're his Country. . 


IT have not made_ a. Party in the Senate, 
'To bring you into Slavery, or load 
Your Necks with. the hard Yoak of Lordly pow'r. 
I am no.Noble, but a Free-borr itian, * 


A Citizen of Rome, as all you are, | ; ON 44 © 
A Love of your Libertics' and” Laws, Pere BS oy 
" Yout: Rights" and Privileges” Wittiels k RENE, On, 


Theſe Wounds, which in'yoii Service 1* ye got, ES _ 
" ANTE pious d" for me:\. .\ I : BILLS © of 
Ml Cit.” Marius 1 Marines | Mariu#!' [No ile? 66-8361! = 
Szlpit, No more remains, 
Moſt- honourable Conſul, - bur''thae firaight you mount” 


Dhe:Seat-PFtibunalt, ÞLifors; britig your Rods,” #163 26 -Y 
Axes and Faſces, and preſent*em here. *** oy - + « + (1 i654 


Hall, Caius Marine, "Confut: of the War. 7 (1 NA | I 


Trumpets. 


110K Caius Marius; * 23 


o e » _ 
IIs 2m0D $2575 120 54:12d fo © rater awri 


Trumpets, Enter Mctelliyg. Cinda;:; —_— "Ai, Thhje 
7008 4 


| _ bis Son, WOE Guards at 
Mendl, - CTY Romans, _ the Ruine af. your ; 


| Tha hlazive Meteor that bodes ill to Rome, 


Tyrandy, Aterigoarid Bridey 12 2land DT dt 
Il centex:it Jghut maclancholick-Brow! waomndl dom ohiw Y $1 
If you are mad for Slavety, long:to:ty: 24 151 you!) | wor Ws 
The weight of abs'lute Chains, once more procleliry him, * 
And ſhout fo loud till Mithridater hear, > 2:21] 
And laugh to think your: Thwats fe for his Sword!” Jt 90T 0ot Gs 
Take Me, take all your Senatours, and: drag eb1irus }) viii Ut, \ k G6 
Us headlong to theTibeny cu 'plungenas hc, {16 yds! ! iO nigh” | 
And bid adicu to Libexty: forever 5 1 15 777 2-13- iT 
Then turn and fall before your neivernade v=o (3/8 9/10 36% 
Bring your Eſtates, your!'Childremand-yoar -* ; Llo-ng $21 
And lay*em at:$ht; lt fre hibbitogs's: tio boob ai 925g] br 
This you muſt dae;;atild weld :i© will dectings: 53:1 0 all SEAT | 


* Such Slaves, who ſell their: Ceri Be) i£1'k 2; 03'l 


Cit, No Marizs ! no Meries 1.) 7 51 25 UE 
Metell. _ Duintus Pompeivs, withe: Senate's manie, ;_TOTIE 
As Conſul, we command: thee wo :deniand” NE Bpry v7 itn 
Juſtice of Marius, and prockain hin! Trakour: :03,Z Wt] 975 " 
2. Pomp. Deſcend then, \Movive, Ro \c6-the Stare". 2 
And Liberty of Rowe, and' heat chy Sent tices 971 0 my 
Mar, ſen. Now, by the Gods; this Caufe is worthy of ine, 
Wonthy.-my Faces. *o L's 
Is this the Right and Liberty of Rome, 


- To pull its lawfull Conſal from his Seat, 


Unjudg'd, and brand him with.the .chark of Traicou 7 

Draw all your' Swords, a you that are-my Friends. 

Sulpitins , dam the Rabble, let 'em fall 

Like common Droſs -with that well-ſpoken Fool, 

That popular Clack: or let us fell our Fates 

So dear; that Rome may ficken with our Fall. 
All Cit. No Marius ! no Marius ! Down with him;down with him. 5. 
Sulp. Ha! what art Thou ?-* 
T. Pomp. The ConſuPs Son. - 
Sulp. A Worm 3 

A. thin Skin' full of Dirt and thus Ttread thee 

Into thy, mother Earth. .... [ Kills. bim.. 
Mar, ſen. Drag hence that Traitour, 

And bring me firaight his Head: upon thy Darts. 

The Fate of Rome's' begun. 

2: Pomp, Que Children. murther?d; 


24 {Ze Mr mn Fall 


Thus maſſacred before our eyes?. Come all " - MS = 
LL, argon og  icrerappeedts Lodi” RX: 1 4mut 
Al. No Merixs ! no. | Marius! Liberty! Liber! ee. 


Wy bro fight Ma- 


| en4rg ahrca bb. 
Mar.ſen. Thanks for this a begin ; "ir Tied, > 
Theſe wide-mouth'd hn rs NA. 
Oh! how vga tra amor res | Ron 7 
Flying for ſhelter into every - Brake! + 40, 
Like cow'rdly fearful Sheep they break. their Herd, | 
When the Wolf*s, out, and- ravging for his Prey." 
Sulpitins, thy Guards did:noble Service. * RI ge 58 
Swmlpie. Oh ! they are Fellows fit for you and I; | arm ET 
Fic for the work of Power: ſay-the word, | 
Not one amongſt 'em- all but- ON 


Take an old grumbling - Scnatour by th: Beard, 2 
And ſhake his Head off from his ſhrinking Shoulders A 

Mar. ſen. Sylls, 1 heas,: is; at the: Gates of /Rome. 
Proclaim It to eyery-Slave 


aſt om Frmmyy nk gmt 2s or 
V Ruine ': © >; 
| Muſt have their Courſes &re-this Fermene ſettle. +. | TIS 
Thus the Great ove aboye, who rules: alone, © *Y | 
| * When men forget his Godlike Pow*r to own, j 
# Uſes no common means, no common ways, Veg i 
* But ſends forth Thunder, and the World obeys. [Ex, onmer. a 


The end of the Second ACT. © 


os WY 
id o 


Stabb'd with an Eye, run through the Brains with Love. = 


He fights by meaſure, as your Artiſts fi 


Of Women ruins nobleſt purpoſes. .: 


oh Caius Marius 


M4. a 


MEA 
f Pot 
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Enter Sulpitius, Granius, and alt Se Guards - 


Sulpit. Ome never ſaw a Morning ſure like his : * 1204 
Now ſhe begins to know the: Ko of Pow! " Os 
Ker\wanton Bloud can ſmart; . : *- 
Were I the Conful, nota Head in Rome ET TIS SL 
That had but Thoughts of'' Sylls: ſhauld. iftand; fats: : SITTAL 
Gran. Slaughter ſhou'd have continu'd with the wo : | 
Mercy but gives Sedition time'to rally. 0:77 , =: 
Ev'ry ſoft, pliant, talking, buſy Rogue, 7! 1 3 
Gathering a Flock of hot-brain'd Fovls together, - _, 
Can -preach up new- Rebellion. . Till the Heads a 
Of all thoſe heav'aly-infpired Knaves. be _—_—_ 
No Power can be fafe... > 25 4 of 25 
Sulp. Much will this day $i. gain 
Determine 3. Sylla's now before the Walls; 
And all his Forces ready for command. | 
Four thouſand Slaves have taken hold on Freedome, Ts 
And come on Proclamation to our fide; [::: 132 88] 
Gran, Where ſhould:-my Brother he ? he hanna home to night,” ; 
 Swlpit. Think of him as a Wretch that's dead; ) 111 


Gran, He talkt of ſending Sylls:a Defiance. 

Szlpit. Writ with a-Pen: made of a 'Cupid's Quill. } 
Gran, Why, whatiis Sylla?.  :- 7 3592 
Swzipit. A moſt courageous Captain at a png oc 


Keeps Diſtance, Time, Proportion, reſts his: Reſts, 
One, two, and the third;in your Guts. +, 

Oh! he's the very Butcher of a Button. 

Gran. Would I could ſee: my- Brother. - That damn'd, love 


Swlpit. That Sex was firſt in mockery of us made. F. nxt 
They are the falſe deceitfull-Glaſſes. where -- * #211019 

We gaze, and dreſs our ſelves to all- the; ſhapes 

Of Folly. What is*t Women cannot-doe? - | _ 0 Þ; 
Shell make a States-man quite forget his Cunning, > M311 974 
And truſt his deareſt Secrets to her Breaſt, + 2877 on 30H 
Where Fops have daily entrance: make a Prieſt, 


TO the hypocriſy of *'s Office, ” p25, 
E Dance 


- _— 
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Dance and ſhow tricks, to prove his ſirength and brawn: 
Make a ProjeQor quibble, an old Judge - 

Pur on Falſe hair, and paint: ang after. al 

- Though ſhe be known theflewd&ſt of her : 
She'll make ſome. Fool or other think ſhe's honeſt. 

' Your Father promis'd me)to meet me here, 

I wonder he delays.fo Jong, : pp. 

Gran. He comes. NS. = 


_*- And with him too-my Brother +) © 0 7 | 27 


Salpit. See : your General, £155 4 & 
Salute him all my Fellow-ſouldiers Re '{ Shout, 
Mar, ſen. This, 5:94.61 S; FA 
Swlpitius, looks. like Power... Graniue, here 
Receive thy Brother to thy Arms and blels him: ; 
H” has done a thing moſt worthy of our: Name, | 
Sent- a Defiance into Sylla*'s Camp, 1: 1+ 
Challenging forth the- ſtouteſt Chanipion there, | 
In vindication of his Father's Cauſe. 
And not an Out-lawthete dare'ſend his Anſwer. 
Once more, Swzlpitius, are the People ours, - I-23 O61 907) 
Enrag'd with Syll's coming arm'd, to force. |) ||, Eats We 
The City.. At "the Celimonzdhe”/ Gate : 07H DISA 
He's poſted now ; let's ſend him” ſtraight Gama [1 
F th* name o* th' Seriate. and the Roman People, 
T* advance no farther, till the: ſtate of Rowe 3 h,64 
Be herd: jo: publick; and ay" Eiwice eafinnd/'d;, (ol 
Of he continu'd Cdnful. io! 1 Aras ban: 
" ho That would :be-\ - LOST TRY | WH LC MK « 
But to prolong Neceſlity3: for Rome 2. 2) 
Muſt bleed : and firice the Rabble now is ours, 
Keep the Fools hot, preach Dangers initheir Ears, . 
Spread falſe Reports of th' Senate, working:up/ » 
- Their Madneſs to a Fury quick 'and 'defp*rate, : ay 5021-2 
Till they run headlong -itnto civil Diſtorgsy: 7 of 207 
And doe our buſineſs with their own genre 221 
Granizs, go thou, | » 
Send ward to Sylle chat he lay down Arms, BLOG 
And render up himſelf to Rome, 22104] BE 
Mar. jun. There's fill AT 
A dangerous Wheel at work, a Thougticlul Villain, 
Cinna, wh' has rais'd his Fortune by the Jars 
And Diſcords of his Country: like a Fly 
O're Fleſh, he buzzes about itching Ears, 
Till he has vented his InfeQion there, 
To fefter into Rancour and: Sedition. 
Would he were late 


Mar, ſen. And ſafe he ſhall be: let him be profcrib'd, 
The Fine upon his head {ts weight in Gold. © 
Wou'd I coud buy Metellus's as cheap, 
I have a tender Fooliſhneſs within me - 
May ſometimes get the better of my Rage: 
Sulpitins, therefore keep me warm 3 fill ply 
My ebbing Fury with the Thoughts of Sylla, , 
Thy ingratefull Senate, and Metelizs Pride 
And let not any thing may make me dreadfull 
Be left undone. Now to our Troups let's haſten, 


And wait for Sylla's Anſwer at our Arms. Ex, Mar. ſen, 


& Granius. 
Swulpit. Ts not this better now then whining Love? 
Now thou again art Marixs, ſon of Arms, 
Thy Father's Honour, and thy Friends Delight. 


Exter Nurſe and Clodius. - 


Mar. jun. Sulpitins, what comes here ? a Sail, Szlpitivs. 
Swlpit, A tatter*'d one, and weather-beaten much. 
Many a boiſtrous Storm has ſhe bin toſs*d in, 
And many a Pilot kept her to the wind. 
Nurſe. Clodius. 
Clod. Madam. 
Szlpit. Madam. 
Nurſe, My Fan, Clodias, 
Sulpit. Ay, good Clodins, to hide her Face. 
Nurſe. Good morrow, Gentlemen. 
Sulpit. Good even, fair Gentlewoman. 
Nwrſe, Fair Gentlewoman ? really *tis very hot. | 
Swlpit.” It ſhould be ſo by your Ladyſhip's parcht Face. - 
Nurſe. Marry come up, my Goſſip: whoſe man are you ? 
Swulpit. A Woman's man, my Sibyll, wouldſ thou try 
My ſtrength in Feats of amorous engagement. 
Lead me among the Beautcous, where they run 
Wild in their Youth, and wanton to their Wildnelſs, 
Where I may chuſe the foremoſt of the Herd, 
And bear her trembling to ſome Bank, bedeckt 
With. ſweeteſt Flowers, ſuch as Joy would chuſe 
To dwell in; throw my inſpir'd Arms about her, 
And preſs her till ſhe thought her ſelf more bleſt - | 
Then Io panting with the Joys of Fove. #5 20 
Nurſe, Panting? Joys? and Jove? now by my troth,.*tis very 
pretty. But, Gentlemen, can any of you tell where I may find young 
Marius ? . ; 
Mar. jun, Yes, I can tell you, — I am he. 
2 


Sulpi, 


Of Caius Marius: 27 
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Sulpit. Hah ! by this light,: a Baud-'- So-bo t' 3 {1 | 
Come let's away. I hate;a morning-Bawd,,- In 
That flinks of laſt-night's office, . .. | Tk Sulpic 

Nerſe. Pray, Sir, what ſawcy Fellow $ ts char? s gohe? 

Mar, jun. A Gentleman, Nurſe, that-loveg tohear himſelf talk 3-and 

. will ſpeak more in a minute then he 'll Rarid to-in a-month. - 

Nurſe, And he ſpeak any thing: againſt! me, I'll take him down, 
and he were luftier then he is, and'twenty ſuch Jacks 3 or 1/11 find 
thoſe that ſhall. Bur now Sir, I wiſh you much, Joys «+. 1 fir you 
are — 

- Mar: jun.. Marry'd, this, day, the bleſſed.deed was done: - 

When; the unhappy Diſcords firſt took flame 
Betwixt my+Father and the Senare,z then: 

A holy Prieft of Hymen, whom with Gold 

I brib'd to yield us privately his Office, 

Joyn'd our kind Hands, and now She's ever mine. 

Nurſe, Well : *itore God, 1 am ſo vext,.that every part about 'me 
quivers. But pray, Sir, a ward; and, as I told you, my young 
Lady bade me find you out. © What: ſhe bade me ſay, I'll keep to ny _ 
ſelf. But firtt let me tell you 3 if you have led her into a Fool's Pa- | 
radiſe, as they ſay; for the Gentlewoman is young, and therefore if 
you ſhould deal doubly with her,though you don't look like a Gentles 

man that wou'd uſe double-dealing with a Lady. — | 
Mar, jun. Commend me to thy Lady. I proteſt — - / 
Nurſe. Good heart, and i” faith I will tell as much; Lord.! Lord! 


the will be a joyfull Woman. . , 
Mar, jun. Bid her deviſe this Froning & to receive : 
Me at her Window : here is for thy pains.. | Gives money, 


Nurſe. No truly, Sir 3 not a Drachma, 

Mar. jun. Away 3't ſay you ſhall. - 

Nurſe, Fhis Evening, ſay you?-well, ſhe ſhall "HL there. 

Mar. jan. And fiay, kind Nurſe, behind the Garden-wall. 

Within this houx my man ſhall meet- thee there, 

And bring thee Cords made like a Tackling-Ladder, - 

* Which to the bleſſed. Manſion of my Joy | 

Mult be my Condu@ in the ſecret Night.” . Et 

"Farewell... . be true, and Ill reward thy pains. -- 
Nurſe, Now Heav*ns bleſs thee. ..., Hark you, Sir. 
Mar. jun. What ſay {& thou, Nurſe ? 

Nurſe, Nothing, but . that. my Miliriſs is the ſweeteſt cy. Lord ! 
Lord ! when *twas./a little”, prating, thing .. +, Oh!... - there's a 
"Spark, one Sy!la, that wou'd tain have a finger.in the Dy 0+. VUt 
ſhe;good foul,: had. as: lieve hear. of a Toad, a very. Toad,-as hear 
of him. I anger her. ſometimes, and tell her 5s is the. properer 
Man«- +.» But I 11 warrant you, when I ſay fo, ſhe looks as pale as 


any Clout in the vorſaRt world. Well, you'll be:ſure to come. .... 
| Mar. j#ts 
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Mar. jun. As ſure as truth. | Tm165 5 £ rout © 
Nurſe. Well, when it was a Lietle FF, po SY to: ty vithoms: 

it wou'd fo kick, ſo ſprawl, and fo play ...- and then I would tickle 

it» and then it would laugh, and then' jt would play agen. When ic 

- had tickling and playing enough, it would: go to fleep-as gently as a 

Lamb. 1 ſhall never foxget it.-... Then you'll be ſure to COINE. «. ] 
Mar. jun. Can I forget to live ? ; | 
Nurſe, Nay, but ſwear though. 
Mar. jun. By this Kiſs, which thou ſhalt carry to Lavinia, -— 
Nurſe. Oh! dear Sir, by. no means. Indeed you ſhall not. TIN 

bin drinking Aqua,vite, Oh! ou Eyes of yours! z2 
Mar. jun. Till night farewell... | 
Nwrſe, Till nights 1 ſay no mo but da da. Come. Clodins: 

Ah ! thoſe Eyes! , | Ex, Nurſe & Clodius. 
Mar. jun. What pains ſhe takes with her officious Folly 2? 

How happy is the Evening; tide of Lite, | 

When Phlegm has quencht our Pattigns, rifling out 

The feeble Remnant. of-our filly Days . 

In Follies, ſuch as Dotage belt is pleas'd with, 

Free fromithe wounding and tormenting Cares 

That toſs thethoughtfull, aQiye, buly Mind ? 

Though this Day be the deareli of my Life, 

There's ſomething hangs moſt heavy. on my Heart, 

And my Brain's ſick with Dulneſs. , 


Sons Marius ſenior. 


Mar. ſen. whe '; this Loyterer, 
This moſt inglorious Son of Cairns. Marixs ? 
With folded Arms and: down-caft Eyes he ftands, 
The Marks and Embleme- of a Woman's Fool. 
Mar. jun. My -Father. - 
Mar. ſex. Call me by ſome other Name ;. 
Diſgrace me not: I 'm Marins, 
And ſurely Marizs has ſmall right in Thee. 
Would Sylla's Soul were. thine, and; thine were his, 
That he, as Thou haſt done, now Glory calls, 
Might run for ſhelter to a Woman's Arms, | #45 
And hide him in her Boſome like a Babe. ©», TT 
Mar jun. Then Pm a Coward.. , MY re | 


Mar. ſen, Art thou not?, c.; 1 14 114 

Mar. jun, I am, - voi 
That thus can bear FX" RAP and yet-live. 1.2) + 
Durſt any man but you have call'd-me ſo? © »; 


Oh! let me fall, embrace and kiſs. your Feet.; 
Yan rais'd a ' Spirit i in me prompts wy Heart: 
| > 


Jp The Hiſtory and Fall 
' To ſuch a Work as Fame ner talkt of yet. 

How *ll you diſpoſe Lavinia? 
Mar. ſen. Let her fall, 

_ AsTI would all be Family and Name, 

Forgotten that they” either ever gave - 

Thy Father's Head Diſhonour, or thee Pain. 

Mar. jun. *Twas an unlucky Sentence. She's ſcarce more 

Metellus Daughter now then Your's: our Hands 

Were by.a Prieſt this morning joyn'd, May Heav'n 

Avert th* ill Omen, and preſerve my Father. 

Mar. ſen. Marry: 'd? lay ruin'd, loſt, and curſt. 
Mar. jun. Y* have torn 

The Secret from me, and IT wait your Doom. .. .. 

"Mar. ſen. Go where I never more may hear thee -nam'd; -_ 

Go fartheſt from me, get thee 'to Metellxs, 

Fall on thy Knees, and henceforth call him Parent. 

JI? ve yer one Son, 'that ſurely wo'n't forſake me : 

Elfe in this Breaſt I ftill have glorious Thoughts, 

That will at leaft give Luſtre to my Ruine. 

Farewell.... my once beſt Hopes, now greateſt Shame. 

Mar. jun. Condemn me rather to the worſt of —_—_ 

Or ſend me chain'd to Sylla like a Slave, 

Then baniſh me the- bleſſing of your Preſence. 

Ive thought and bounded all my Wiſhes fo, 

. To dy for You is Happineſs enough 

*Twould be too much- t* enjoy Lavinia too. 

Mar. ſen. Again Lavinia? 
Mar.jun. Yes, this Coward Slave, © 

This moſt inglorious Son of Catzs Maris, 

Though wedded to the brighteſt Beauty, rais'd 

To th _— expectation of Delight, 

Ev'n in this Minute when Love prompts his Heart, 

And tells what mighty Pleafures are preparing, 

Is Maſter of a Mind unfetter'd yet. 

Mar. ſen. What canſt thoa doe? 
Mar, Jun, This Night I ſhould have gone, 

And ta*ne poſſeſſion of Lavinia's Bed. 

But by the Gods, theſe Eyes no more ſhall ſee her, 

Till I *ve done ſomething that's above Reward, 

And you your ſelf preſent her to my Arms. : | 
Mar. ſea. Why doſt thou talk thus t to me? [ Trumpets, 
Mar. jun. Hark, 40.7 

The Trumpets ſound, and Buſineſs is at hand. 

Te ſeems as if our Guards upon the Walls 

Were juſt engag'd, and 'Sylla come' upon 'em, 265 roll 

The Gods have done me }-Jollice, | wy ; 


=X 
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Mar. ſen. Get thee gone, 
And leave me to my Fate, 
Thou tnaim'd and wounded, and unfit for War, 

Mar, j«n, T'll follow you.+:'.. 

Mar. fon Thou ſhalt not. 

Mar.jun. By the Gods, I will. 

Mar, ſen. How ? diſobey'd then ? 

Mar. jun. Bid a Courſer ſpurr'd wy 
Stop in his full Carcer 3 bid Tides run back, 

Or ſailing Ships ſtand Mill befoze the wind, 
Or Winds themſelves not blow when Fove provokes ? cm. 

Mar. ſen. Away, and do not tempt my Fury farther. 

Mar.jun, Why ? would you kill me? 

| Mar. ſen, No, no: I hope. thou art refery'd +a for 
A better Fate. | 

Mar. jun. Thanks, Heav*n: 

Theſe few kind words ſhew Pm not quite cidqus 
- Mar, ſen, Then'do not contradi& my will iq this * 
But part, and when' onr hands riext meet agen, | 
Be*t in the Heart of $yllz & Mettlhue.., o. [ Ext. 
©, [ Trumpets agen. 

Mar, jun}-So Sound hight, ye chit Taſtruments of War, 

An@urge its Horrours up, tiff they become, 

If poſſible, as terrible as mine. . 

Oh my Lavitie though thi Night T wa T- 

At my return I ſhall beido ly happy-. « SE 

Such Trials the great ancicht 'Hero”'s' aſt, SS | 
Who little preſent Happineſs coufd taſt, —_— 
Yet did great Adtons, and were Gods at lake --- ©, | [Exit 
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Enter Lavinia. | SAY _ 


| Lavin. NAllop # apace, ye ve. fir\-foteh: Shag, Ee [ VT 
b Tow*rds Ph#buj Lodging, . Such a CREE ITY 
As Fhatton would laſh you to the Welt, | | 
And bring'in cloudy Night jramediately. 
Spread thy cloſe Curtains Love-performing Night 
To fober-fuited Matron all-in black; ,, A 
That: jealous eyes. may wink, 'and, Marius - # 
Leap to theſe Arms untalkt-of and unſeen.” .* | 
Oh! give me Marius; and when he ſhall dy, 
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2? The Hl "RY and Fall 
ike him, and cut him out in little Stars5:-.. 1 J al EEL 
\ And he will make the Face of Heavy'*n fo fineq +1 4) ovi 9462 buf 
That all the world, ſhall, grow. in loxewigh, Night : Ucnient 107 FT 
And pay no worſhip to the gaudy Sun. ollgl 11 on nr} 
Oh ! I have bought che Mantion of a Love,,. -;- © 14 nid 
But not poſſeſt it . . .. Tedious is this Pays. FS Ay wi EE 
As is the Night before ſome Feltjval ob 7 woRl. art huh 
To, an impatient Child that has new LIN 5 Lig ant 
[fit ei 01 G0 
"Par Nurſe and Clodius.- | 2qic £ 21g 1} 
And may not weat® em. . Welg tome, Nacle : what news >a th 
How fares the*Lord*ot: all my Jo OF my. Marius ? © CITRIIET 
Nurſe; Oh). a s Chairpg Chair! no. PE 
Lin. Nay, pt FEE. 2 "why doft thou look 


rung 1943: ft 
Oh! donot ſpoil the Muſick of good Tidjpgs - TROAF 
With ſuch a melancholick.: . wretched Face.,7 -!,- 

Nurſe. Oh! Tam Weary Y, ver y,wearys.. Clodizs, my Eendit bore 


Fy ! how my bohes' ake wh {i aunt peck had! r bog T16q 346 
Lavin. Do not deilymed this, AAP MW CONES 9:14 0 2 ey 
_ arius cxume hs! __ F Teak. hh roy SY: X 


: at ! what 1y0 lacke 2ypb ! 
| Jo not __ ſee" 4H 6 out OE Bran? Vi rides! ata 


the Cordial. . | Hind Tr, 
Lavin. Th* Excuſe t oy. m ft j Delay £1 »;rt i, 
Is longer then the Tale chow Hat sF ab od | [- 5:1 x 7 T tt 
Is thy News good or bad ?, anſwer t wehaGe oa: 26: 19/1 21-17 dat 
Say either, and Pl ftay the Elle 
Nurſe. Well, you haye made. PO: 5 wk. know, - how- 
ts chuſe a man. - Yet his Leg excells all mens. And for a Hand 
and a Foot and a Shape, though they are not to be talkt of... .. mM. 
they. are paſt compare. ' 'What, have you Din'd within? 
\ Lavin, No, na" bg t fodNiſh, Quicſtions $6\t thoy 'ask ? 
Wu) fays he of his Coming ? what of that? 
Nurſe. Oh! ho my Head akes! what a Head have 1! 
It beats as it would fallin twenty,picces, 
My Back © tother fide! ah thy _ my Back! 
Beſhrew your heart for ſending .me. 
To catch my-Death.. - hit Back: of. mapa 6 bras "ED. 
Lavin. 1 ndeed x ws 7 ſorry if far af wel 
Bat prithee tell me, Nurſe, w 'h 6 $4 yy; | _ 
Narſe, 'Why, your Love. PR Tr e,an. hon {. Contleman, and. A” 


kind Gentleman, 44 x handſome, , Rial Til waryant. a” Vertuous :- 


Gentlemin. { Drinks, ] Well... w where's, your Father ?, 

Lavin, Where's my Father?,” \ Wh, hes, at. the "Senate. - TEST 
How odly thou reply'ft?. et —- | 
- Your 


s +» . 
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Your Love ſays like an honeſt Gentleman, 
Where's your Father ? 

Nurſe. Oh good Lady dear! 
Are you ſo hot? marry come up, I trow. 
Is this a Poultice for my aking Bones? 
Henceforward do your Meſſages your ſelf. 

Lavin, Nay, prithee be not angry, Nurſe; 1 meant 
No ill. Speak kindly, will my Maris come ? 

Nurſe. Will he? will a Duck ſwim? 

Lavin. Then he will come. 

Nwrſe. Come? why, he will come upon all four, but he'll come. 
Go, get you in, and fay your Prayers: go. 

Lavin. For Bleſſings on my Marizvs and a ages 

Narſe, Well, it would be a ſad thing though... 

Lavin, What ? | 

Nurſe. If Marizs ſhould not come now .... for there's old doings 
at the Gates, they are at it ding-dong- Tantarara go the Trum- 
pets-3 Shout, cry the Souldiers; Clatter go the Swords. Fil warrant .. > 
I made no ſmall haſte > -- 


Lavin. And is my Marine there ? alas my Fears!. - [ Trumpetr. 
The Noiſe comes this way. Guard my Love, ye Gods, 
Or ſtrike me with your Thunder when he falls. { Exenat. 


SCENE the Forum.” 


Enter Marius ſenior, Marius OR tu Sulpitius, Catulus, &e. 
Guards, Lifors, on one fide: | 
Metellus, Sylla, Quintus Pompeius, Gzards, oz the other. 


[ Trampets ſound a March. 


 Metell. H thou God, 


Deliverer of Rome, moſt bleſt of men ! 

See here the Fathers of thy bleeding Country 
Profirate for Refuge at thy feet : ſee there 
The. Terrour of-our Freedome, and: thy Foe, 
The Perſecuter of thy Friends, the Scourge 
Of Truth and Juſtice, -and the Plague of Rome. 

Mar. ſen. What art Thou, that canft lend thy flaviſh cars 
To flattering Hypocriſy? 

Sylla. My Name thou haſt heard, 
And fled from. I am the Friend of Rome, 
The Terrour and the Bane of thee = Foe. 
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Mar. ſen, tf th art her Friend, why com'ft thou here thus arm?d, 
* Slaughtering her Citizens, and laying waſte her Walls? 
Sylla, To free her from a Tyrant's Power. 
Mar, ſen. Who is that Tyrant? 
Sy!a. Thou, who haft oppreſt 
Her Senate, made thy (elf 'by force a Conſul, 
Set free her Slaves, and arm'd *em *gainſt her Laws. 
Mar.ſen. Hear this, ye Romans,and then judge my Wrongs. 
Haye I oppreſt you? have I forcd your Laws? 
Am Ta Tyrant ? I, whom ye have rais'd, 
For my true Services, to. what Iam? 
Remember th* Ambrons, Cimbri, and the Teutons ; J . 
Remember the Confederate War. ; 
Sylla. Where Thou, - : 
Cold and delaying, wert by Sita brav'd, 
Scorn'd by-thy Souldiers, and at laſt compel'd 
| Ingloriouſly to quit th* unwieldy Charge. 
Remember too who baniſht good Metellzs, 
The Friend and Parent of thy obſcure F amily, 
Thar rais'd thee from. a Peaſant to a Lord. 
Mar. fern. Baſcly thou wrongſt the Truth. My AGions rais'd me. 
Hadſi 'thou bin born a Peaſant, ill thou'dſi bin ſo; 
But I by Service to thy Country 'ave made 
My Name renown'd in Peace, and fear'd in War, 
Sylla. Ta the Fegurtbine War, whoſe King was taken 
Pris'ner = me, and Marixs triumpht for't. 
Mar,fen, Thou ſtoPft him baſely, fiol ſt him at the price 
Of his?Wive's Luſt : thou barterd'ſ his Betraying, 
And in the: Capitol haſt Pageants fer 
In memory of thy .Vanity and Shame. 
Sy, Thy Shame. | 
Mar, ſex, My: Honous, proud prefſumptuous Boy, - 
Who wouldſt be gaudy in an unht Dreſs, 
And. 'wear' my 'cattoff Glorics after me, 
Syll. I'd rather wear fome Beggar's rotten Rags, 
By him left dangling! on a high-way. Hedge, _ F 
Then ſoil my_Laurels/with a Leader: thioe, 11:5 
Thou ſcorn'd Plebeian, + - i: 2-4 
Mar, fen, Work Peodichin chach thee: iT 
Sy. Disband that Rout: of Rebclls at thy 5g 
And yield thy felt &'Jultice and the Senate. 
Mar. feu.- Jaſtice from Thee demanded on my Head ? 
Firlt clear thy (elf, quit thy ufurpe Commands _ ' 
Approach and kneel to me, whom-thou halt wrong'd. 
Syll. Upon thy Neck F would, | 


Mar, fen. Asſoon thoa*dii> take 
| A Lion 
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A Lion by the beard: thou dar'& not think on't. 
Syll, I dare, and more. : | 
Mar, ſen. Then, Gods, I take your word ; 
If there be truth in you, I ſhall not fall 
This day. My Friends and Fellow- fouldiers, now 
Fight as I 've (cen you : for the Life of Sylla, 
Leave it to me 3 for much Revenge mult go 
Along with Death when ſuch a Victim blceds. 
Syll., My Lords, withdraw. 
Metell. No, truſt the Gods, I'll ſee 
My Country's Fate, and with her live or dy. 
Mar. ſen. Now, Sylta. 
Syll,- Now, my Veterans, conſider 
You fight for Laws, for Liberty , and Life. 
Mar. ſen. Rebellion never wanted that Pretence. 
Thou Shadow of what I have bin, thou Puppet 
Of that great State and Honours I have born, 
If thou*lt doe ſomething worthy of thy place, 
Let's join our Battel with a Force may glut. 
The Throat of Death, and choak him with himſelf; 
As fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds riſe, 
Or as Clouds daſh when Thunder ſhakes the Skies. 
| | [ Trumpets ſound a Charge : They fight. 


Re-enter Marius ſenior taken by Sylla's party. 


Mar, ſen, Forſaken, and a Pris'ner? Is this all 
That's left of Marizs ? the old naked Trunk 
Of that tall Pine that was? Away, ye Shrubs, 
Ye clinging Brambles 3 do not clog me thus, 
But let me run into the Jaws of Death, 
And finiſh my ill Fate. Or muſt I be 
Preſerv*d a publick' Spectacle, expos'd 
To Scorn, and make a Holyday for Slaves ? 
Oh ! that Thoughts Hell. Sure I ſhould know thy Face. 
Thou haſt born Office under me. If ere 
In my beſt Fortune I deſerv'd thy Friendſhip, 
Give me a Koman's Death, and ſet me free, 
That no Diſhonour in my Age o'retake me. 
Officer, T*ve ſerv'd and lov'd you well: nor would I (ee 
Your Fall.... My Orders were, to ſave your Lite. 
Mar. ſex. Thou*rt a Timesſerver, that canſt flatter Miſery» 


Enter Marius junior, Granius and Sulpitius, Priſoners. 


My Sons in Bonds too and Sulpitins ? 
| F 2 | Sulpit, 
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Sulpit, Yes, the Rat-catchers have trapt me. Now muſt T 
Be food for Crows, and ftink upon a Tree, 
Whilit Coxcombs firowl abrozd on Holydays, , 
To take the Air, and ſee me rot. A pox 
On Fortune, and a pox on that firſt Fool 
That caught the world Ambition. 


Enter Quint. Pompeius, foxr Lifors before bim. 


- 2: Pomp. Draw near, 
Ye men of Rome, and hear the Law —_— 
Thou Maris, whoſe Ambition and whoſe Pride 
Has coſt ſo many Lives, the firſt that ere 
Wag'd Civil Wars in Rome, Thee and thy Sons,- 
Thy Fafnily and Kin, with that vile Slave 
And Miniſter of all thy Outrages, 
The curſt Swlpitins, Baniſhment's thy lot 3 
Aﬀter to morrow's Dawn if found i'th* City, _ 
Death be thy Doom : fo hath the Senate faid- 
So flouriſh Peace and Liberty in Rome. Ex. Quint. Pompcius, 
| Lifors erying erty: 


Mar. ſen. I thank: ye, Gods, upon my knees I thank ye, 
For plaguing me above all other men. 
Corne, ye young Hero's, kneel and praiſe, the Heav'ns, 
For crowning thus your youthfull Hopes. Ha, ha, hat” 
What pleaſant Game hath Fortune play'd to day F-5 
Oh! I could burſt with Laughter. Why, now Rome's 
At Peace. But may it be as ſhort and vain, 
As Joys but dreamt of, or as Sick mens Slumbers. 
Now let's take hands, and bending to the Earth, 
To all th* Infernall Powers let us ſwear. 
All. We ſwear, 
Mar. ſen. That's well: By all the Deſtinies, 
By all the Furies, and the Fiends that wait 
About the Throne of -Hell, and by Hell's King, 
We'll bring Dettruction to this curſed City; 3 
Let not one Stone of all her Tow'rs ſtand ſafe. 
Mar. jun. Let not her Temples nor her Gods eſcape. 
Gran. Let Husbands in their Wives Embracecs. periſh. 
Mar. ſen. Her Young men maſlacred, ) 
Sulpit. Her Virgins raviſhe. 
Mar. jun. And let her Lovers all my Torments feel, 
Doating like me, and like me baniſhed. 
Fhus let *em Curſe, thus raving tear their Hair, 
Aud fail upon the ground as Ido: now. , 
Mar, ſen. 
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Mar. ſen, Riſe then, and to Lavinia go. This Night's 
Thy own. 
Mar. jun. And ever after Pain and Sorrow, | 
But go thou, find Lavinia's Woman out... . { To hit ſervant, 
Tell her Pl! come, and bid her chear my Love, 
For T'lt not fail, but in this Night enjoy 
Whole Life, and forgive Nature what's to come. 
Mar. ſen, Thus then let's part 3 each take his ſeveral way, 
As to a Task of Darkneſs: when we meet 
In hated Exile, well compute Accompts, 
And ſee what Miſchief each has gather'd then. 
For, Rome, I ſhall be yet once more thy Lord, 
It Oracles have truth, and Augurs ly not. 
For yet a Child, and in my Father's Fields 
Playing, I ſeven young, Eagles chanc'd to find; 
Which gathering up I to my Parents bore, 
The Gods were ſought: who promis'd me from thence 
As many times the Conſulate in Rome. 
'$ Six times already Ive that Office bore, 
1 . And o far has the Prophecy prov'd true, 
But if I 've manag'd ill the time that's paſt, 
And too remiſs fix elder Fortunes loſt, 
. The youngeſt Darling Fate is yet to come, 
And Thou ſhalt feel me then, Ungratetull Rome. [ Exeunt. 


The end of the Third A CT. 
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ACT-Iv: 


SCENE the Garden. 


Enter Lavinia and Marius junior. 


Lavin, Ilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near Day, 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Lark, 
"That pierc*d the fearfull hollow of thy Ear. 
Nightly on yon Pomegranate- tree the fings. 
Believe me, Love, it was the Nightingale. 

Mar. jun. Oh ! *twas the Lark, the Herald of the Morn, 
No Nightingale. Look, Love, what envious Streaks 
Of Light embroider all the cloudy Eaft. _ 

Night's Candles are burnt out, and jocund Day 
Upon the Mountain-tops fits gally dreſt, 
Whil all the Birds bring Mufick to his Levy. 
T muſt be gone and live, or ftay and dy... .. 

Lavin. Oh ! oh ! what wretched Fortune is'my tot ! 
Sare, giving Thee, Heav*n grew too far in Debt 
To pay, till Bankrupt-like it brokez whilſt I, 

A poor compounding Creditor, am forc'd 
To take a Mite for endleſs Summs' of Joy. 
Mar;jun. Let me be taken, let me fuffer Death, 
I am content, ſo Thou wilt have it ſo. ... 
By Heav*n, yon gray is not the Morning's Eye, 
But the Reflexion of pale Cynthis's Brightneſs. 
Nor is't the Lark we hear, whoſe Notes do beat 
So high, and Echo in the Vault of Heav'n. 
Pm all defire to fiay, no'will to go. 
How is*t, my Soul? let's talk : it is not Day. _ 
" Lavin. Oh! it is, it is. .. Fly:hence away, my Marius. 
It is the Lark, and out of tune ſhe ings, 
With grating Diſcords and unpleafing Strainings. 
Some ſay the Lark and loathſome Toad change Eyes: 
Now I could wiſh they had chang'd Voices tooz 
Or that a Lethargy had ſeiz'd the Morning, 
And ſhe had ſlept,\and never wak*'d agen, 


To part me from th* Embraces of my Love. 
What ſhall become of Me, when Thon art gone? _ 
Mar.jun, The Gods that heard our Vows, and know our 


Loves, 


Seing 
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Seing my Faith, and thy unſported Truth, 
Will ſure take care, and let no Wrongs annoy thee. - 
Upon my Knees Pll ask*em every day, | 
How my Lavinia does: and every night, 
In the feverc Dittrefſes of my Fate, 
As I perhaps ſhall -wander through the Defart, 
And want a place to reſt my weary Head on, 
T1! count the Stars, and bleſs *em as they ſhine, 
And court *em all for my Lavinizs's Safety. 

Lavin, Oh Baniſhment ! eternal Baniſhment ! 
Ne'r to return ! muſt we ne'r meet agen ? 
My Heart will break, I cannot think that Thought 
And live, Cou'd 1 but ſee to th' end of Woe, 
There were ſome Comfort . .. . but eternall Torment 
Is even inſupportable to Thought. 
It cannot be that we ſhall part for ever. 

Mar. j«n. No, for my Baniſhment may be recall'd ; 
My Father once more hold a Pow'r in Rome : 
Then ſhall I boldly claim Lavinia mine, 
Whilſt happieſt men ſhall envy at the Bleſſing, 
And Poets write the Wonders of our Loves. 

' Lavin. If by my Father's Cruelty. I'm forc'd, 
When left alone, to yield to Sylla*s Claim, 
Defenſeleſs as I am, and thou far from me, 
If, as I muſi, I rather dy then ſuffer't, ; 
What a ſad Tale will that be when 'tis: told thee ? 
I know not what to fear, or hope, or think, 
Or ſay, or doe. I cannot let thee go. - SEA | 

Mar, jun. A Thouſand things would, to this purpolc ſaid, 
But ſharpen and add weight to parting Sorrow. 
Oh my Lavinia ! if my Heart e're firay,. "TT: | [ Kneels, 
Or any other Beauty ever charm me, | | 
If I live not entirely onely thine, 
In that curſt moment when my Soul forſakes thee, 
May & be hither brought a Captive bound, 
T” adorn the Triumph of my baſeſt Foe. 

Lavin. And if I live not faithfull to the Lord 
Of my firſt Vows, my dearcſt onely Marzims, 
May I be brought to Poverty and Scorn, 
Hooted by Slaves foxth from thy gates,'O Rome, 
Till flying to the Woods t*avoid my Shame, 
Sharp Hunger, Cold, or ſome worſe Fate deſtroy me 3 
And not one Tree .vouchſafe-a Leaf to hide me. 

Mar. jun. What-needs all this ? -— 

Lavin, Oh! I could find out things 
To talk to thee for cver. 


F 
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Mar, jun. Weep not the time 
We had to ſtay together has bin employ'd 
In richeſt Love... .. 
Lavin. We ought to ſummon all 
The ſpirit of ſoft Paſſion up, to chear 
Our Hearts thus lab'ring with the pangs of Parting, 
Oh my poor- Marius ! 
Mar. jun. Ah my kind Lavinia ! 
L 2vix. But dofſt thou think we e*re ſhall meet agen ? 
Mar. jen, I doubt it not, and all theſe Woes ſhall (crve 
For ſweet Diſcourſes in our time to come. | 
Lavin. Alas ! I have an ill- diviniog Soul; ; 
Methinks I ſee thee, now thou *rt from my Arms, __— 
Like a ſtark Ghoſt with Horrour in thy Vilage. 
Either my Eye-ſight fails, or thou look'ſt pale. 
Mar. jan. And truft me, Love, in my Eye fo doſi Thou. 
Dry Sorrow drinks our Bloud. .. , Farewell, 
Lavin. Farewell then. [ Ex, Mar. jun, 
Nurſe within. Madam. ; 
Lavin. My Nurſe. 
Nurſe within. Your Father's up, and Day-light broke abroad. 
Be wary, look about you. . ... 
Lavin, Hah! is he gone? My Lord, my Husband, Friend, 
I muſt hear from thee every: day i *th* hours - 
For abſent Minutes ſeem as many Days. - 
Oh! by this reck'ning I ſhall be moſt va, | 
E're I agen behold my Marius. ' Nay, 
Gone too already ? *twas unkindly done, 
I had not yet imparted half my Soul, 
Not a third part of its forid jealous Fears. / 
Bat PH- purſue him for'e, and be reveng'd 
Hang ſuch a tender Tale about his Heart, 
Shall make it tingle as his Life were fiung. | 
Nay too. ... I'll fove him 3 never, never leave him3 Leh 
Fond as a Child, and reſolute as Man. Ex. Lavin. 


Emter Metellus muſing. 


Metell. Sylla this morning parts from hence to Capna, 
To head that Army. Cinna muſt be Conſul: .... | 
Ay, Cinna muſt be, He's a buſy fellow, 

Knows how to tell a ſtory to the Rabble, 

Hates Marius too: that, that's the deareft point. 

I hope the Snares for Maris laid may take him. 

A hundred horſe are in purſuit to find him: 

And it they catch him, his Head's (afe, that's certain. 


Oftavius 
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Ofavius will be the other... . be it ſo, | 
An honeſt, ſimple, downright-dealing Lord : 
A little too Religious, that's his fault, 


Enter @ Servant, 


What now ? | 
' Servant, A Letter left you by a LiQor, 
Who told us that it came from the Lord Sylls. 


Metellus reads the Letter. 


Lame not, Sir, my parting 

So ſuddenly: juft now I ve. bad advice 
Of ſome Difturbance in the Camp at Capua. 
Commend my tender'ſt Faith to fair Lavinia. 
Toure Sylla's Advocate with ber and Rome. 


Emer Narſe. 


Well, Nurſe. 
Narſe. My Lord. 
Metell, How does my Daughter ? 
_ . Narſe, Truly very ill: 
She has not ſlept a wink:: | 
Nothing but toſgd and tumbled all this night 3 
I left her juſt now ſlumbering. 
This Lord Sylls does fo run in her Head: 
Metell, Oh ! were he in her Heart, Nurſe ! 

- Nurſe, Were he? | 4 . 
Why, ſhe thinks of nothing elſe, talks of nothing elſe, dreams of no- 
thing elſe. She would-needs have me ly with her th' other night. 
But about midnight ( 111 ſwear it wak'd me out of a ſweet Nap) 
ſhe takes me faſt in her Arms, and cries, Oh my Lord Sylla! but 
are you, will you be true? then figh'd, and fo ſiretcht.... I ſwear 
I was half afraid. 

Metell, She's ſtrangely alter'd then. 
This Morning two new Conſuls muſt be choſen. 
If they are truc, thoſe tidings thou haft brought me, 
Wait while ſhe wakes, and tell her *tis my pleaſure, 
At my return from th* Forum that I ſee her.. .. [ Ex. Metell. 
Nurſe. So, ſo, — here will be ſweet doings in time. How many 
hundred lies a day muli I tell; to. keep this Family at peace ? 


Enter Lavinia. 


Lavin. Oh Nurſe! where art thou? is my Father gone ? 
| G ., Narſe, 
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Nurft. Gone? yes 3 and woul&I were: gone+ too. ' 
Lavin. Why dot thow figh?/ what icaule- __ thou to wiſh v2 
Wert thou diſtreft, unfortunate. as I ain, :: £5 
Thou hadk then cauſe, 
What ſhall I doe ? Oh, how-alone am. F! 
I walk methinks as half of me were loſt; 
Yet, like a maim'd Bird, flutter, flutter on, 
And fain wou'd find a Hole to hide my head in; * 
Nurſe, *Odds my Boddikims ! but: why thus drett, dukes: why 
in this pickle, ſay you now ? 
Lavin. Seem not to wonder, nor dare to oppoſe me, 
For I am deſperate, and reſoly'd to Death. 
In this unhappy, way ward, humble Dreſs, 
After my Love” a Pilgrimage 1 'Vtake,. * 
Forſake deſerted Rime, 'and find 'my Marine.” 
Nurſe, And I muſt "Ray behind to be _ 4 up, like an old Pole- 
cat in a Warren, for a warning: to alt Vermine that ſhall come 
after me, Would I were fairly dead for a week, till this were 
over. 
Lavin. This Morning's opportunity i is fair, 
When all are buſy in eleQing Confuls; 
I ſhall eſcape unſeen without the Gates, _ 
And this night in a Litter -reach $leninm. og 
Nwrſe. 1 care not; I'll have nothing to doe itt: yon ha *neftir. 
Nay, I*l1 raiſe the Houſe firſt. Why Clodines | F Chtnluy! Sempro- 
nia! Thesbia ! ! Men and Maids, where are you? ' Oh! oh oh!... 
Lav. gets from bey. Nurſe 


VE. EY - 
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fall down, [Ex, Lavin. . 


Enter Clodius. 


. Clid: Wha the HOMIE Miffrifs | | 
Nwrſe. Oh Clody, Chidy, dear Clodly! is tthee, my dear Cledy? hefp 
me, help meup. Run to my Eord to the Forzn prefently :' tefl him 
his Treafiny is robb'd, his Houſe a-fire, his Daughter dead, and'I 
mad. Run, run. You Ji not run. .Oh.! oh! , - Exennt. 


SCENE changes to. the Country. 


/  - Enter ſeverall Herdſmen belonging to Marius, 


3. Herd, (oa morrow,, Brother, you have heard the News. 
2. Herdſ. News, quoth 2? trim News cruly, 


1. Hed, 


ns. 
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1. Herdſ. Why, they ſay our Lord and Maſter? Nept a one ide» 

s there any thing init: 'trow ?: 

2, Herdſ. Any thing in't? alas he alas hat fad times ! fad 
times, Brother ! not a "penny of "money ftirring; 

1. Herdſ. Nay, I thought there was no good Weather towards, 
when my bald-fac'd Heiter ſiuck up her Tait 'Eaftward, and: ran 
back into a new Quick-lſet, Which Thad jon made to LGY the Swine 
from the Beans. 

2. Herdſ. And Cother night, 2s'T was at Supper, iti the Chimny- 
corner, a whole Family of Swallows, that had 6ccupy'd the Tene- 
ment theſe ſeven years, fell down, Neſt and'all;: into the Porridge- 
pot, and ſpoil'd the Broath. $:d times! (ad times, Brother! 

3. Herdſ. Did you meet no Troupers this way? | 2: 

2. Herdſ. Troupers? 1 faw a parcel of Riggooners; I think hey 
call *em, trotting along yon Wood-ſide upon ragged Hide-bound 
Jades. I warrant they -came for no goodneſs... ... 

1. Herdſ. *Twas to ſeek for Lord Marixs, as ſute-as Eggs be Eggs. 
Theſe -Bitious folk make more'ſtir int the world then a <HOUINR men. 
Would my Kine” were all in their Stalls,” | fy 


Enter ſroerel Souldiers in go i Marlas, 


I. Sould, This is the way. How now, you pack of Boobies > whoſe 
Fools are you ? | 

2. Herdſ. Why; we are ſach Fools a5you ares any bodie's Fools 
that will pay us our Wages: + © 
| 2. Sould, Do you belong to the Traitour: Market 'T 

I, Herdſ. We belong to'Cains' Marine, LY t like your Worſhip. 

1, Soula, Why, this is a civil Fellow.” | Boy You, Rogue, you are 
witty and be hang'd,* are you $''£14 £1 

2, Herdſ. I's poor enough to be witth, as you r poor enough to 
be valiant. Had I but Money enough, Te no more be a Wit then 
you'd be a Souldier. 

2, Sould, Let the hungry Chur! love,” Wi 

1. Soxld, Hark you,” 'you Dogs where's your: Lord, the Traitous 
Marius ? 

2. Herdſ. In a whole Skin, if -he be wiſe... .. 

2. Sould, Where is he, you Pultroon ? 

2, Herdſ. Look you, I keep his Cows 'and his Oxen here at Salo- 
ium, but I keep none of him." Tf' yon thirſt 'needs know where 
he is, then I muſt needs tell you 1] dort know. © 

1» Sould. Let's to his hpuſe hard" by; and ranſack thats": Sicrah, 
If we miſs of him, you may Tepent this. - arerly [ Ex. Soxtdiers, 

1..Herd/..* Tis all one to me, Frinft pay thy Rent to ſome body. * 

2. Herdſ.: Why, this *tis now to be a Great't man. Heav'n Roo me 
a Cow-keeper ftill,. .. I fay'. 


G2 | Enter 
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- Enter Marius ſenior and Granius, : 


Mar. ſen, Where are we? are we yet not near Salonium #- 
Lead me to yonder ſhady Poplar, where 
The poor old Marizs a while may fit, 
And joy in Reſt. - - Oh my diftemper'd Head ! 
- The Sun has beat his Beams fo hard upon me, 
- That my Brain's hot as molten Gold, My Skull ! 
Oh my tormented Skull! Oh Rome ! Rome ! Rome! 
Hah ! what are thoſe ? 
Gran. They ſeem, Sir, Rural Swains, 
Who tend the Herds: that graze: beneath theſe Woods. 
Mar.ſen.: Who are you? to what Lord do ye belong ? 
2. Herdf. We. did belong to Caizs Marius once : but they ſay he's 
gone a Journey : and now we belong to one another. ; 
Mar.ſen, Have ye forgot me then ?. angratefull Slaves ! 
Are you fo willing to difown your Maſter ? 
Who would have thought t' have found ſuch Baſeneſs here, 
Where Innocence ſeems ſeated by the Gods, 
As in her Virgia-nakedneſ(s untainted ? 
Confuſion on ye, ye ſordid Earthlings. ; [ Ex. all but one, 
1. Herdſ, Oh fly, ny Lord, your toes are thick abroad's 
Juſt now a Troup of Murtherers paſt this way, 
And asK'd with .hoxrgur for.the Praicour Mariws. 
By this time at Salonixm, at your Houle, ';; | 
They are in ſearch of you.; Fly, fly, my Lord... . ; [ Exit, 
Mor. ſen. 'I ſhall be: hounded up and down the World, 
Now every Villain, that is Wretch enough :; 
To take the price of Bloud, dreams cf.my: Throat. 
Help and ſupport me till Þ,reach the Wood,- -- 
Then go and tind thy. wretched Brother. out.. - 
Afunder we may dodge our Fate, and loſe her. 
In ſome old hoHow Tree or 'o'regrown, Brake 
z*d reſt my weary:Lims,-till Danger paſs me. , [Goes into the 1 od. 


Enter $ ouldiers apain; 


. - 1. Sould, A thouſand Crowns? *tis a Reward might buy 
As many Lives, for they are cheap in Rome 3. 
And 'tis too much. for one, | | 
| 24 Sould. Let's ſet this Wood, 
A flaming, if you think he's here, and 2 | 
Quickly you*ll ſee th? old. Droan crawl humming out. 
"1. Sauld, Thou always lov'lt to. ride full ſpeed.to Miſchief, There's 


no conſideration in thee» Look. you, when I cut a Throat, I love 
C) 


gets no credit by it. 


3» Soxld. The man that ſpoke laſt ſpoke well.. Therefore let a 
toyon adjacent Village, and ſowce our {clves in good Falernum..... 
 [ Ex. Souldiers. + 


Mar. ſen. O Villains! not a Slave of thoſe 
But has ſerv*d under me, has cat:;my Bread, 
And felt my Bounty. ... Drought ! parching Drought! 
Was ever Ljon thus by Dogs emboſs'd ? | 
Oh ! I could ſwallow Rivers: Earth yield me Water 
Or ſwallow Marizs down where Springs firlt flow. 


Enter Marius junior and Granjus. 


Mar, jun. My Father! 
Mar. ſen. Oh my Sons ! 
Mar. jun. Why thus forlorm? firetcht on the Earth ? 
Mar. ſen. Oh | get me ſome Refreſhment, cooling Herbs, 
And Water to allay my ravenous Thirſt, _. 
I would not trouble you if I had Strength: 
But I'm ſo faint that all my Lims arc uſelef. 
Now have. I not one Drechma to buy Food, 
Muſt we then ftarve? no, ſure the Birds will feed us.; + . -. 
Mar. jun. There ſtands a Houſe on Yender:ode oth' Wood, 
It ſeems the Manſion of ſome Man: of note: et Cn 
I'll go and turn a Beggar for my Father. 


Mar. ſen. Oh my Soul's comfort !- do. Indeed I want it. + # T5 


I, who had once the plenty of the Earth, | 
Now want a Root and Water, _ Go, my Boy,.; _ TK, 
And ſee wholl give a Morſell to poor  Marizs. . ... | 
Nay, 111 not ſtarve; no, I will plunge. in Riot, - .. 
Wallow in Plenty. Drink ? Tl drink, Ill drink... 
Give me that Goblet hither. ... Here's a Health _ 
To all the Kngycs and Senators in Rome, | 
Mar jun. Repoſe your ſelt a while, till we xeturn, . .-  --.. 1 | 
Mar. ſen. 1 will; but prithee let me raye a little, 1 ..., 1 
Go, prithee go, and don't delay. Il! reſt; +1, (Ex. Marjun- 
As thou ſhalt, Rome, if &'re.my Fortune raiſe me...,. - | 


( 
= 


Enter Lavinia, , + 1 


Another Murth'rer ? this brings ſmiling Fate; _ . 4 jo 

A deadly Snake cloath'd in'a dainty Skin. , , _ v5 
Lavin, 1*ve wandcr'd' up and down theſe Woods and' Meadows, 

Till I have loſt my way. «++» * BESS 


G3 - ** Againſt 


.; _ Of Caius Marius, _ "= 
to doe it with bs muchs Deliberation. and Decency as a Barber gues 2 
Beard. 1 hate a flovenly Murther done hand over head't, 'a'man ' 
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a$:;. 


Agzin#:3ctall, - YOUNg, flender; well-grown Oak M, ; 

Leaning, r!hfound-Laviris' in the Bark.” —_ x RS 

My Marizs ſhould not be far hence. -!, TD % 2728 
: das. ſer» Wit art Thou, : $4.73 [15001 i 


That.darMfi'eo' nam that wrekiheed Creature Mark ? 
Lavin. Do not be angry, Sir, what ere thou art 3 
I am a poor unhappy Woman, driver ' 
By Fortune to purſue my bani{W'd* Lord: 
Mar. ſen. By thy'diſſembling Toni thou ſthouldt be Wornan, 
And Roman too. .. 
Lavin. Indeed FT am. 
Mar. ſen. A Reman ? 
If thou art fo, be gone, leſt Rage with Stevighd 
Aſſt my Vengeance, and I riſe and' kill thee. 
Lavia, My- Father, is-it you ? 
Mar. ſen. Now thou art Woman: - 
For Lies arcin thee, 1? am TI thy Father? 
| I ne*'r was yet fo curſt 3 none of thy Sex * © BN 
E're ſprung from-me." My j Offpring, al all are' Males, fs 
The Nobler fort of Beaſts enitit*led bh eas 
Lavin, T am your _— if your Sori's i my Lord. 
Have you ne'r heard Lavinia*s name in Rome, . ' 
That wedded with the Son of Marius ? ge 
Mar. ſen. HahY' ** as | RP <e 
Art thou: that font; that' kind and ting ching, YE 
That left her Father for a banifht * ugband? 


Come near —— 


F 


oy 


And let me bleſs thee, though 
Lavin. Alas !-my Father, you ' 


Naie 8 Ap Foe, 


much oppreft : 


Your Lips are parcht, bloud-thor your Eyes and funk. _ 
Will you partake ſuch" Fruits as'I have gathar'd 7 OOO 
Taſte, Sir, this Peach, and this Pomegranate. pou are, — 
Ripe and refreſhing, 5 | ae þ 
Mar. ſex. What ? alt this from Thee, | | 
Thou Angel, whom the Gads have ſence, to ai md er TP ; 
I don't deſerve thy Bounty. - NT, + | 
Lavin. Hor, YM: 
I fomnid « Cryſtal Spri ng too in. the weed, 
And took ſome Water 3 "tis moſt ſoft and cool. 
Mar. ſen. An Emperour's Feaft! but_I ſhall rob thee. 
Lavin. No, I *ve cat, and flak*dmiy' Fhirſt But where's my Lord, 
My deareſt Maris ? OY Ts 
Mar. ſen. To th' neighbouring VAKWEG' DO RS 1 
He's. gone,, to beg his Farher's Dinner, | ee | | 
Lavin.” Will you then call me Daughter? will you own it? 
I'm much o'repaid for all, the Wrongs of Fortune. _ 
: ES at ; 


' Of Caius Marius, + 
But ſurely Maris can't be brotight' to want, 
I've Gold ad "_ ban, and. rs. buy Food. . 


| Boer Marius junior, 


Mar. ſen. See here, my Morins, wha hs Gods have fee us, 
See thy Lavinzta, 9 4 

1: Mar. jun; Hah! ;; 1 + | | 64 [They ron and embrace. 

. Mor. ſen, What? dumb at meeting ? * 

Mar. jun. Why weeps my. Love?. : + 

Lavin. I cannot fpeak, Tears fo oblirut my words, 
And choak me with unutterable Joy... 

Mar. jun, Oh my Hearts Joy ! 

Lavin, My Soul! 

Mar, jun. But haſt thou left © | 
Thy Father's Houſe, the Pomp ad State of Romney 
To follow deſart Miſery ? | 

Lavin. 1 come 3 BY GH TE 
To bear a part in every ching that? 's thine; HOT DO 
Be 't Happinefs. or Soxrow; / In'theſe Woods, | © TR 
Whilft from purſuing Enemies youre ſafe, -- 
I'l! range about; and: find -the Fruits- ard Springs,” , : 
Gather cool Sedges, Daffadillb- and Lilfies,”- ' © 
And ſofteſt Camomiil to-rtakei us Beds! Hl 3100! 
Whereon my Love!and'I ab'night wit Netp, FG 
And dream of better Fortun@&14 3 2: ne, Fe {4 NNN TORT 


mw 
4 - 
X i 
i» * "_ 


C2501) ni e22ul7 of1 ab ed 1100 mit 9437.3 
Enter Granins ard Senvant: Fpirh Fintord Ma Swe, 28 
> #121i348Þ 203741 £7 02151 !. Q!7139g 
Mar. ſen. Yet mate Pledryds 233578 01 115 .26393J61 347): ls iO 
Sure Comus, the God of Pry Some) cheſe Woods 52013 IT 


And means to entertain us'as his Guetts,)' ft 994% - 40) 1 
Servant, 1 am ſent hither, Marizs, fjom my Lord; * : &7 

Sextilins the Prztor, to velieve- thees 

And warn thee that thou ſtraight depart this phice-/ 


Elſe he the Senare's: Edi&-mult-obeyy'i OOO 

And treat thee as the Foe of Romer” ti 040 © -- —_ 
Mar, fen. But did 'hey” © ooyet 0 En {21 L fic 

Did he, Sextilizs, bid: thee fay all this ?: | d 244 


Was he too proud to come and fee his'Malten, ' 
Fhat rais'd him out of nothing ? : Was he not .-!-''” 
My menial Servant once, and wip*d. theſe Shoes, 
Ran:by 'my Chariot-wheels,. my PRleafures-watoht,.” 
And fed upon the Voidings of my Table? * _ RE; 
Durſt he affront me'with a ſordid Alms? : _ 
And ſend a ſaucy Meſſage by a. Slave ? 


Hence 
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Hence with thy Scraps: back to thy Teeth I dath 'em; : 
Be gone whilit thou art ſafe, Hold, fiay a little. | ” LA 
Serv. What Anſwer would you have me c back ? 
Mar. ſen. Go to Sextilius, tell him thou haſt ſeen 
Poor Cains Marins baniſh'd from his Country, © 
Sitting im Sorrow on the naked Earth, 
Amidit an ample Fortune-once his own, | 
Where now he cannot claim a Turf to ſleep on. [ Ex. Servant. 
How am I fallen !* Muſick ? fure, the Gods: | Soft Mufick. 
Are mad, or have delign'd to make me fo, | 


: ' Emer Martha. | Y 


- Well, what art Thov? 
Marth, Am I a Stranger to thee? 
Martha's my name, the Syrian Prophetelſs, 
That us'd to wait upon thee with good Fortune 3 
' Till baniſh*d out of Rowe for ſerving Thee. 
Ive ever fince inhabited theſe Woods, 
And ſearch'd the deepeſt Arts of wiſe Forcknowledge. 
Mar, ſen, 1 know thee now moſt well. When thou wert gone, 
All my good Forcune left me. My lov'd Vulturs, 
| That us'd to hover o're my happy Head, | 
And promiſe Honour in the day-.of. Battel, ' /::: | 
Have fince bin ſeen no. more. Ev*n Birds of prey + 
Forſake unhappy Marizs : Men of prey-://1/ 1 
Purſue him fill. Haft thou no Hopes in fore ? 
Marth. A hundred Spirits wait. upon my will, 
To bring me Tidings, from th* Earth's fartheſt Corners, 
Of all that happens out in States and: Councils. 
I tell thee therefore, Rome is: once more: thine. / 
The Conſuls have had Blows, and Cinna's beaten, 
Who with his Army comes to find thee out, 
To lead him back with Terrour to-that City. 
Mar. ſen. Speak on. 5-34 | 
© Marth, Nay, &re thou think*ſt it he will be. with thee. 
But Jet thy Sons ang theſe fair Nymphs retire, | 
Whilſt I relieve thy wearied Eyes with Sleep, 
And chear thee in a Dream with promis'd Fate. 
Mar. jun. Come, my Lavinia, Granizs, wee*ll withdraw 
To fome cool Shade, and wonder at our Fortune. i] | | [ Ex, 


Martha waver ber Wand... i {al Dance. 


Mar, ſen, O Reſt, thou $ ranger to my Scaſes, welcome. 


Enter 


Of Caius Marius, 
Enter Servant and a Ruffian. 


Serv, Ten Attich, Talents ſhall be thy Reward, 
Sextlius gives *em thee, Diſpatch him ſafely. 

Ruff. Fear not, he never wakes. agen. 

Mar, ſen. No more, | 
I *11 hearno more. Metellus live? no, no; 
He dies, he dies. So bear him to the Tiber, 
And plunge him to the bottom. Hah Antonins ! 
Where are my Guards ? diſpatch that talking Knavc, 
That when he ſhould be doing publick Service, 
Conſumes his time in Speeches to the Rabble, 
And ſows Scdition in a City. Down, - | 
Down with Pompeins too, that call'd me Traitour. 
Hah! art thou there ? welcome once more, old Marizs, 
To Rome's Tribunall. | 

Ruff, Now's the time. 

Mar. ſen. Stand off | 
Secure that Gaul... Dart thou kill Cai Marexs ? 
Hah ! ſpeak? | what art thou? 

Ruff. By Sextilizns hired 
I hither came to take your Life, Spare mine, 
And T'll for ever ſerve you at your feet. 

Mar. ſen. What barb*rous Slaves are theſe, that envy m 
The open Air 3 ſet Prices on my Head, 
As they would doe on Wolves that ſlay their Flock ! 


Emer Sulpitius-' 


Trumpets ! Swlpitius, where haſt thou, bin. wand'ring 
Since the late Storm that: dzxove us from each other ? 
" Swlpit. Why, doing Miſchief up. and dowa the City, 
Picking up diſcontented Fools, belying 
The Senatours and Government, defiroying 
Faith amongſt honeſt men, and praiſing Knaves. 

Mar. ſen. Oh, but where's Cinna #? 

Swlpit, Ready to ſalute you... c.. * 


Enter Cinna aneuded with Liflors and Guards, 


Cinn. - Romans, once more behold your Conſul 3 ſec, 
Is,that a Fortune fit for Cains Marins? _ | 
Advance your Axes and your Rods before him, 

And give him all the Cuſtoms of his Honour. 
- Mar. ſen. Away : ſuch Pomp becomes not wretched Maris. 
H 
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[ Trumpets, 


Here + 
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Here let me pay Obedience to my Conſul. 


Lead: me, great Cinns, where thy .Foes. have wrong'd thee, 


And ſee how thy old Souldier will obey. 
Cinn, O Marizxs, be our Hearts united ever, 
To carry Deſolation into Rome, 
And walte that Den of Monſters- to the Earth. 
Mar. ſen. Shall we? 
Cinn, Well do't. That godly Soothſaying Fool, 
That ſacrificing Dolt, that Sot Ofavins, 
When we were choſen Conſuls in the Forum, | 
Diſown*d me for his Collegue 3 faid, the Gods 
Had told him I defign'd Tyrannick pow'r 
Provok*d the Citizens, who took up Gs 
'And drove me forth the Gates. 
Mar. ſen, Excellent Miſchief ! 
What's to be done? | 
Cinn, No ſooner was I gone, 
But a large part of that great City follow'd me. 
There's. not an honeſt Spirit left in Rome, 
That does not'owti'my Cauſe, and: with for Marins. 
Mar.ſen, Bring me my Horſe, my Armour, -and the Laurel 


| With which, when I'd o*recome three barb*#ous $ Nations, LE 


L enter'd crown'd with Triamph into Rome. - 
I go to free her now from greater AKCHESSS. 


Enter Marius junior and Granius, Se 


O my young Warriour! 

' Mary.quh, Curſt be the Light, Fþ 
And ever curſt be. all theſe Regions round us. 
Lavinia's loſt, bort'back- with force'to Rome, ' 
By Ruffans headed' by her 'Father*s "K5 Ehnwen + > 
And like a Coward tov FT live: yer | faw'it 


«th "_ 


Mar, ſen. Oh Marizs ! Marius ! Jcenot *Plints: come from thee, 


Nor cloud the ſoy that's breaking on thy Father” 
If ſhe be back in Rome, Lavinia's' thine. - 


To morrow's Dawn reſtores her ro thy © -Atmis,' UE IG 


For that fair Miftriſs Fortune, which has coſt? © 
So dear, for which ſuch Hardſhips I have paſt, 
Is coy no *tmore, bnt «crowns\ny 'Hopesat haſt. | 
I long t* embrace her, nay, *tis Death to ftay. 

Pm mad as promis'd Bridegrooms, born away 


With thoughts of non'upS | but. "the joyfull day. ' © -[Exennts 


Of Caius Marius, 
SCENE Metellus Houſe. 


Enter Metellus, Lavinia, Prieft of Hymen. 


Lavin. Ay, you have catcht me; you may kill me too? 
But with my Cries Pl rend the Echoing Heav*as, 
Till all the Gods are Witneſs how'you uſe me. * 
Metell. What? like a Vagrant fly thy Father! J Houſe? 
And follow fulſomely an exil*'d Slave, f 
Diſdain'd by all the World ? But abje& Thou, 
Reſolve to go, or bound be ſent to Sylls, (2533 
With as much Scorn as thou haſt done me Shame. 
Lavin, Do, bind me, kill me, rack theſe Lims: Pl rY It 
But, Sir, conſider fill I am your Daughter; 
And one hour's Converſe with this Holy man- (1-231 
May teach me to repent, and: ſhew Obedience. RUTDY 
Metell, Think not t evade tne by protraQting time? ' | 
For if thou doſt not, may the Gods forſake me, 
As I will Thee, if thou eſcape my Fury... .. { Ex, Metell. 
Lavin. Oh! bid me leap (rather then go to Syle) 
From off the Battlements of any Tow'r, 
Or walk in Thieviſh ways, or bid me lurk 
Where Serpents are : chain me with roaring Bears 3 
Or hide me nightly in a Charnell-houſe 
O're-cover'd quite with 'Dead mens rattling Bones, 
With reeky Shanks, and yellow chapleſs Sculls: 
Or bid me go into a new-made Grave, 
And hide me with a Dead man in his Shrowd : 
Things that to hear but told have made me tremble: 
And F'll go through it without fear or doubting, 
To keep my Vows unſpotted to my Love, — 
Prieft. Take here this Vial- then, -and in this moment 
Drink it, when ſiraight through all thy Veins ſhall xun 
A cold and drowzy Humour more then Sleep: 
And in Death's borrow*d likeneſs ſhalt thou lie 
Two Summer-days, then wake as from a Slumber, 
Till Marizs by my Letters know what's palt, 
And come by ſtealth to Rome. —- 
Lavin. Give me; Oh! give me: tell me not of Fears. 
Prieſt. Farewell ; be bold and profp'rous. (Exit. 
Lavin. Oh ! farewell..... 
Heav'n knows if ever we ſhall meet agen, 
I have a faint cold Fear thrills through my Veins, 
H 2 . That 


© 1 PARITY, AD IE HT PIP OL Om OL _ _ 


52 The Hiſtory and Pall 
That almoſt freezes up the heat of Life. 

T'll call him back agen to comfort me. 

Stay, Holy man. But what ſhould he doc here? 
My diſmall Scene *tis fit I aQ alone. . 

W hat if this Mixture do not work at all? 
Shall I to morrow then be ſent to Syls ? 
No, no.... this ſhall forbid itz ly thou there..., . . 4 Lays down 
Or how, if, when I'm laid into the Tomb, the Dagger, 
I wake before the time that Marizs come 

To my Relief? There, there's a fearfull Point. 

Shall I not then: be ſtifled in the Vault, 

Where for theſe many hundred years the Bones 

Of all my bury*'d Anceſtours are packt? + 

Where, as they ſay, Ghoſis at ſome hours reſort, 

With Mandrakes fhreeks torn from the Earth's dark Womb, 
That living Mortals hearing them xun mad ?- 

Or if I wake, ſhall I not be diſtracQed, 

Inviron'd round with all thefe hideous Fears, 

And madly play with -my Fore-fathers Joints3 

Then in this -Rage with ſome great Kinſman's Bones, 

As with a Club, daſh out my defp'rate Brains ? 

What? Sylla ? get thee gone, thou meager Lover: - 

My Senſe abhors thee. - Do n't diſturb my Draught; 

*Tis to my Lord, { Drinks.] Oh Mariw ! Marius ! Marius! [ Exit. 


The end of the Fourth ACT. 
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Of Catus Marius, * 


ACT V. 


"EC RN EK 


Cinna's C my before the Walls of Rome, 


[Trumpets ſound a General, 


Enter Cinna, Marius ſenior, and. Sulpitius, Granius, 


two  Embaſſadors, Guards, 


Mbaſſadours Gran Rome ? How many Slaves, - 
Traitours, and Tyrants, Villains. was I.call'& 
But yeſterday ? yet now, their Conſul Cinna, | 
Oh ! what an —_— Maſter is an Army, 
To teach Rebellious Cities Manners! Say, 
My Friend and Collegue Marixs, ſhall we hear 'em 2 
Mar. ſen. Whom ? 
Cinn. The Embaſſadours.. 
Mar, ſen. From whence ? 
Cinn, From Rome. 


Cina, 


Mar. ſen. My loving, Countrymen ? they muſt be heard, 


Or Sylla will be angry. .. .- 

Cinn. In what fiate : 
And Pageantry the folid Lumps move ns”. 
And though they come to beg, will. be attended. . 
With their ill-order'd Pomp and awkward Pride.. 
Who are ye? and from whence ? 

I, Emb, From wretched Rome. 


To thee, molt mighty Cine, and to thee, ,... - 714 


Moſt dread Lord Marizs, in her name. we bow. 
Cinn, What's your Demand ? * 
1. Emb, Hear: but our humble Prayers, _... . 
And all Demands be made by God-like Cinns.- 
Whither, oh ! whither will your Rage purſue, us ?* 


' Muſt all the Fortunes and the Lives. of: Rome 


Suffer for one Miſcarriage of: her Maſters? 
Your ſorrowfull afflicted Mother Rome, 
In whoſe kind Boſome you were nurſt and. bred, 
Stretches her trembling Arms t implore your Pitys- 
Fold up your dreadfull Enfigns, and Le by 

3: 


62 The Hiſtory and Fall 
Your warlike Terrours, that affright her Matrons, 
And come to her ere Sorrows quite o*'rewhelm her. 7 
But come like Sons that bring y r Parents Joy : 
Enter her Gates with Dove-like Peace before ye, 
And let no bloudy Slaughter ſtain her Streets. 
 Cinn. Thus*tis you think to heal up ſmaxting Honour, 
By pouring flatt'ring Balm into the Wound, 
Which for a time may make it whole and ir 
Til the falſe Medicine be at laft difcover'd, 
And ther it ranckles to a Sore again. 
Take this my Anſwer; I will enter Romez 
Bur: for' ry *Force; V13 Keep it ill my own, 
Nor part with Pow'r to give it to my Foes. 
Mar. ſon. Salfitins, fee, whit abjeR Slaves are theſe ? 
Such baſe Deformities a Jong Robe hides. 
Swlpit, I cannot but laugh to think ont. 
Mar. ſen. What ? ; 

Sulpit. How -thefe politick Noddtes, that Took fo grave-upon the 
matter in the Senate-Hevvife, will laugh! and grin at one ariother 
when they are- ſet a ſunifitng'upon'the | tpitol. | 

2. Emb, May we returii- with joy into our City, 
Proclaiming Pefce agreed with Heav*n and You? 
Cinn, Go, tell '*em we expeR due Homage paid, 
Of every Senatour expe&t Acknowledgment, 
Mighty Rewards, and Offices of Honour. - 
I. Emb, But on that Brow there {till appears a Cloud, 
That never rofe without-.a following Stortn. * 
Mar, ſen. Alas ! for me, a ſimple Baniſht man, 
Driv'n from my Country by the right of Law, 
And juſtly puniſht as my Hls deferv'd, | 
Think not of me : whate're arc his Reſolves, 
I ſhall obey, * 
Both Emb. May all the Gods reward you... 
T0 Embaſſ, and Attendants. 
Cing, Now, Marius. 
Mar. ſen. Now, my Cinva, | 
Cinn. Are not we | 
True-born of Rome, true Sons of ſuch a Mother? 
How I adore thy Temper? | 
Mar, ſen. Thoſe two Knaves, 
Thoſe whining, fawning, humble, plant Villains, 
Would cut thy Throat or rife for "half a Drachms. 
Cinn. Let's not delay a mornent. be 
Mar, ſen. Oh! let's fly, 
Enter this curſed City; nay, with Sins too, 
But falſe as the adulterate Promiſes 
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Of Favourites in pow*r, when poor men court 'em, 

Cinn, They always hated me, becauſe a Souldier. 

Mar, ſen. Baſe Natures ever grudge at things above *cm, 
And hate a Pow'r they are too much oblig'd to. 

When Fears are on them, then their kindeſt Wiſhes 
And beſt Rewards attend the gallant Warriour ; 
But Dangers vaniſht, infamous Negle&R, 

I!l Uſage and Reproach are all his portion 

Or at the beſt he's wedded to/hard Wants, | 
Robb*®d of that little Hire he toiPd and' bled for. 

Szlpit, 1*d rather turn a bold true-hearted Rogue, 
Live upon Prey, and hang for t with my Fellows, 
Then, when my Honour and my Country's Cauſe 
Call'd me to Dangers, be fo baſcly branded-.: | 

Mar, ſen. E*re we this City enter then, let's ſwear 
Not to deſtroy one honeſt Roman living. 

Sulpit. Nor one chaſt Matron. 

Cinn, Nor a faithfull Friend, | 
Nor true-born Heir, nor Senatour that's wiſe,  ' 

Mer. ſen. But Knaves and Villains, Whores and baſe: born Brats, 30Y 
And th'endleſs {warms of Fools grown up in years, | = 
Be Slaughter's Game, till we diſpeople Rome, © . © 

Cinn. Draw out our Guards, and let the Trumpets ſound, 

Mar. ſen. Till all things tell *em Marins is at hand. 

O Syla, if at Capes thow fhalt- hear 

How Fortune deals-with me, tal on'thy Knees, oy ” gd 
And make the Gods thy Friends to 'keep thee from Lt, 
Sulpitins, as along the Streets we move ek. 
With ſolemn pace and miedirating' Miſchiefs, © 
Whom-e're I ſmile on lat thy Sword*g6 through.” . 
Oh ! can the Matrons andthe Viiglns C Cries, : f ay 
The Screams of dying Infants, and the Groans - TY TR 
Of murther*'d men be Myſick-to appeaſe me? 12 nan '- O LOE 
Sure Death's not far from ſuch -a defp*rate* Care, ©" 
Be't with me rather (Gods, )-as Storms 1cf Wale,” eu 


That rive the Trunksofi talleſt/ Cedars' down; | = " Oy Tn 
And tear from Tops the' Joaded-pregnant Vine; * As in TT 
And kill the tender -Flowtrs but-yer! half blown.” 1.597 3220000 8 ung 
For having no more Fury - Jefeiri fore) < ? PFs 


Heav®ns face grows clear, the Storm is heatd- ns more, [6 Ko 
And Nature {miles as gally as ' before; dew? -- ' Event, 
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SCEN E -Metellus Houſe. 


Enter Metellus: 


Metell. A Peace with Marius ? O moſt baſe Submiſſion ! 
That over-ruling 'Fears ſhould weigh up Reaſon! 

Was not the City ours, and Sylla too 

At Capra, almoſt in a Trumper's call ? 

And to ſubmit! Could I but once have fought for', 

I might have met this Marizs in Arms, 

And bin _—y for all the Miſchiefs done me. 

Nurſe, 


Enter Nurſe, 


Nurſe, Here, an't ſhall-pleaſe you. 
Metell. Go wake Lavinia. Tell her, ſhe muſt hence 
For Capus this Morning : for the Truce 
Fayours her Journy, and ſecuzes her Paſſage.  - [ Exit. 
Scene draws, and diſco- 
vers Lavinia on a Couch, 
Nurſe. Wake her? Poor Titmouſe! it will be as peeviſh, | 
T'll warrant yon, and rub its nye's, and fo frown now. 
Well: Miſtriſs! why, Levinia! faſt, I warrant her. 
Why, Lamb! why, Lady ! Fy, you Slugg- a-bed, 
What, not a word ? You take your penny worth now, 
Sleep for a week : for the next Night (my word for't) 
Sylls takes care that you ſhall; reſt but little. ; - +: 
Gods forgive me.... « 
Marry and Amen, How Gund i is ſhe aſleep? c 
I mult needs wake her. Madam! Madam !: Madam! 
Now ſhould your Lover find you'in this poſture, 
He'd fright you up faith, What? won't+it doe ? 
Dreſt too ? and in your Cloaths? and down *gfa ? 
' Nay, I muft wake you, Lady! Lady! Lady? 
Alas ! alas ! help, help, my Lady's dead. 
Ah! welladay that ever I was born ! 
Some- Aqua vite. Hoa ! my Lord «... -my Lady,.»+ 


Enter Mctellus, 


Metell, Lavinia dead ? 
Nurſe, Your onely Daughter s dead: 
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As dead as a Herring, Stock-fiſh, or Door-nail. 

Metell. Stiffe, cold, and pale. Where are thy Beautics now ? 
Thy Bluſhes that have warm'd: {o many- Hearts ? 
All Hearts that ever felt her conqu'ring Beauty, . .: 
Sigh till ye break : and all ye Eyes that languilhe 
In my Lavini?'s Brightneſs, weep with me, 
Till Grief grow generall, and che World's in Tears. 

Nurſe. Oh Day ! oh Day ! oh. Day !, oh hatefull Day! 
Never was ſeen ſo black a day as this. 
Oh Day! oh wofull Day ! oh-Day like Night! 

Metell. No more : Thus in her Bridall Ornaments 
Dreſt as ſhe is ſhe ſhall be born to Buriall, 
PF ch* Sepulchre where our Forefathers reſt, | 
Be't done, whilſt all (things we, ordain'd for Joy 
Turn from their Office, and afliſt in Sadnels. [ Exit, 

Narſe, It ſhatl be done and done and overdone, 'as we. are un- 
done. And I will figh, and cry till I am (well'd as big as a Pum- 
kin. Nay, my poor Baby, I'll take care thou ſhalt not dy for 
nothing: for I will waſh thee with my Tears, perfume thee with 
my Sighs, and ſtick a. Flower in- every. part: about thee, ... . | 


SCENE changes to the Forum, where is. 
placed the: Conſul's Tribunall, 


Enter two Citizens. 


I. Cit, Hither, oh! whither ſhall we fly for Safety ? 
Already recking Murther's in our Streets, 

Matrons with Infants in their Arms are butcher'd, 
And Rome appears one noiſome Houſe of ſlaughter. 

2, Cit. Hear us, ye Gods, and pity our Calamities. 
Stop, ſtop the Fury of this cruel Tyrant 3 
Or ſend your Thunder forth .to ſirike us dead, / 
E're our own Slaves are Maſters of our Throats:- | 

1. Cit. Ruine draws near us: Oh my Friend ! let's fly 
To th' Altars of our Gods, and by the hands 
Of one another dy as Romans ought, [ Exeunt. 


\ 


| Enter Ancharius the Senatour and his Grandſon. 


Child. Hide me, my Grandfire: the ugly men arc coming 
That kil'd my Mother and my Siſter Theſbze, 
I 


will 
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Will they kill you and me too? 

Anch. Oh my Child! 980 
f cannot hide thee, nor know whats Joe: 
Decrepit Age benums my "weary Lims: 
I can't recfilt, nor fly.-\. + 

Child. Then here we'll ſit; 
Perhaps they*l1-net come yet: or if they do, | 

I'll fall upon my Knees /and' beg your Life. 

I am a very little harmleſs Boy ;” * | 
And when I cry, and talk, and hang about em, 
They'll pity ſure my Tears, and grant me all, 


Enter ſeveral Old men .in black, with Cypreſs Wreaths. leading Vir- 
gins in white with Myrre, who kaeel before the Tribundl, 


Then enters Marius ſenior as Conſul, Liftors, Sulpitius, ard Guards. 
Mar. ſen. 1 drank ye, Gods, ye have reſior'd me now, 


[Monnts the Trina 

What Pageantry is ehis, Sulpitins here? 
Remove theſe Slaves, and bear*em to their Fate 

1. Old man. We come not for our ſelves, but in the name 
Of Rome, to offer up our Lives for all. 
Pity a wictched State, thou raging God, 
And let looſe all thy dreadful Fury here., 

Mar. ſen, 1 know ye-al}, great . Senatours 3 ye are 
The Heads and Patrons of Rebellious Rome. 
Ye can be humble when AMiGion galls ye: 
And with that Cheat at any time:ye ithink 
To charm a generous Mind, though ye have ions, -_—. 
Falſe are your 'Safetfecs 'whea! indulg'd by Pow' ro RAYY; TI 1 
For ſoon ye fatter rid prow:abte: }Frgjoours« ': 
Falſe are your Fears,” 'nd/your Aﬀictions faler's why olaps] ITe 
For they cheat you;'arid niake you hope'ifor gs: wen ol 
Which you ſhall 'never-gain at; Mpriz&s, hands, / ,- - :-- | - 
Who truſts your Penitence {is 'more then FooL» {- - ©! a 
Rebellion will renew ?ye>can'e bethonoft,cc? 5-1 TOY ©57 wan 
Y' are never pleas'@ but kvich) che Kniavies chr cha you, | 
And work yeur Follies t6 their' 'ptivarcands/% 30 01 ND 
For your Religion, like your "Cloaths yan wear ie, TY 7 
To'thange and turn juſt as the Faſhion aſecrs, '' 2 
| And think you by this ſolemn piece of 
To huſh eny.\Rage, and 'melt me. into Pity 2; :'/- 
Advance, Szlpitins : old Ancharius there, 
Who was fo violent for my Deltruction;” | 
That his Beard brufsled as his Face diftortcd 3 


_ Of Caius Marius, 
Away with him. Diſpatch theſe Triflers too. | 
But ſpare the Virgins, *cauſe mine Eyes have (cen * em; 
Or keep 'em for my Warziours: to rejoice in, - 

Anch. Thou who wert born to be the Plague of Rome, 
What wouldſi thou doe with me ? 

Mar. ſen. Diſpoſe thee hence 
Amongſt the other Offall, for the jaws 
Of hungry Death, till Rome be purg'd of Villains. 
Thou dy*& for wronging Marins,-— _ 

Child. Oh my Lord ! | 
( For you muſt be a Lord, you are fo angry. ) 
For my ſake ſpare his Life. I have no Friend 
But him to guard my tender years from Wrongs. 
When he is ad; what will become of me, 
A poor and helpleſs Orphan, naked left 


| To all the IIlls of the wide faithleſs world? 


Mar. ſen. Take hence this Brat tooz, mount it on a Spear, 
And let it ſprawl to make the Grandiue (port. 
Child. Oh cruel man! P11 hang upon. your Knees, 
And with my little dying Hands implore you, 
I may be fit to doe you ſome ſmall pleaſures. 
I'll find a thouſand tender ways to pleaſe you 
Smile when you rage, and firoak you into Mildneſs 
Play with your manly Neck, and call you Father: 
For mine ( alas! ) the Gods have taken from me. | 
Mar. ſen. Young Crocodile ! Thus from their Mothers Breafis 
Are they infiructed, bred and taught in Rome, 
For that old Paralitick Slave, diſpatch him: 
Let me not know he breaths another moment. 
But ſpare this, *cauſe *thas learat its Lefſon. well, 
And I 'Ve a Softneſs in my heart pleads for him. 


Enter Meſſenger. 

Well now. | 

Meſſ. Metellus. 

Mar. ſen, Hah ! Metellus ? "what 

Meſſ. Is found. 

Mar. ſen, Speak, where ? 

Meſſ. In an old Suburb Cottage, 
Upbraiding Heay*n, and curſing at your Fortune, | 

Mar. ſen. Haſte, let him be preſerv'd for my own Fury. 
Clap, clap your hands for joy, ye Friends of Mariws. 
Ten thouſand Talents for the news Pl give thee ; 


The Core and Bottom of my Torment's found 
And in a moment I ſhall be-at caſe 
I 2 
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Rome's Walls no, moxe ſhall' be befmear*d with Bloud, 
But Peace and Gladneſs'flouriſh in her - Streets. 

Lets go. Metelles ? we' have found Metellus. 

Let every Tongue proclaim aloud Metellus ; 

Till I have daſht him on the Rock of Fate. 


Then be his Name forgot, and heard no more. = [ Exeunt, 


SCENE oa Charch-yard. 
Emter Marius } Juniors" 


Mar. jun. SI Yor witider 4 mnfing to FRE tho. | 
Still am I brought to chis unlucky place, 

As I had bulineſs with the horrid Dead : | 

Though could .1I truſt the Aattery' of Sleep, 

My Dreams preſage fome joytu't news at hand. 

My Boſome's Lord fits: lightly on his Throne, 

And all this day an unaccuſftom'd Spirit 

Lifts me above the ground with chearfull thoughts. | 

I dream'd Lavinia came and found me dead, | 

And breath'd fuch Life with Kifſes on my Lipss 

ThatE reviv'd, and 'was an Emperour. 


' | Enter Catulus. 


Catul, My Lord already here? - 

Mar. jun. My trufty Catulur, 

What News from my. Lovinis ? fpeale, and -bleſs me. 

Catul. She's very well.. 

Mar. jun. Then nothing c can be ill. 

Something thou ſeem'f& to. know that's terrible, 

Out with it boldly, man, What canſi thou ſay : 

Of my Lavinia ? 
Catul. But one ſad word, She's dead. 

Here in her Kindreds Vault I've*feen her laid, 

And have bin ſearching you to tell the News. 

Mar. jun. Dead ? is it ſo? then I deny you, Stars... 
Go, haſten quickly, get me Ink and Paper. | 
*Tis done; 1'11, hence to night, 

Haſt thou no Letters to me from the Prieſt ? 

Catul. No, my good Lord. 


Mav. jun.. No matter, get thee gone... .. [ Ex, Catulus: 


Lavinia t yet I'll ly with thee to nights 
Rut, fox the means, Oh Miſchict ! |. thou art ſwitt 


To 


Of Caius Marius, _ 


To catch the firaggling Thoughts of Deſp*rate men. 

I. do remember an Apothecary, 

That dwelt about this Rendezvous of Death : 

Meager and very rufull were his Looks; |, 

Sharp Miſery had - worn him to. the Bones 3. 

And in his needy Shop a Tortoiſe hung, 

An Allegator ttufft, .and-other Skins: - © ' 

Of ill-ſhap*d Fiſhes: and about his Shelves 

A beggarly account of .empty Boxes, '1 +7 Sn 
Green earthen Pots, Bladders, and muſty Seeds, 

Remnants of Packthread, and old Cakes of Roſes, | 

Were thinly ſcatter'd, to make up. a Show. =. 
Oh for a Poiſon now ! his Need will ſel! it, 

Though it be preſent Death. by Roman Law. | 
As I remember this ſhould be the Houſe. - Nye 
His Shop is ſhut: with Beggars all are Holydays. A 
Holla! Apothecary 3 hoa ! 


Enter Apothecary. | 
Apoth, Who's there ? | _— 


Mar. Jun. Come hither, man. | ; | \: 
I ſee thou'rt very poor 


Thou mayſt doe any thing : here's fifty Draobhmavy;|: 1 © | is 2260 
Get me a_ Draught of that will ſooneſt, free | 4 lk 
A Wretch from all his: Cares: thow-underftand'ſi, me; 1G 


Apoth. Such mortal Drugs I haves but Roman h_ 
Speaks Death to any he that utters'emn: Th / 
Mar. juv Art thou fo: baſe and full of Wretchedneſs, d om wþÞe 


Yet fear'ft to dy? . Famine is in thy Cheeks, 4-1-1 


Need and Oppreffiorr fiaxveth in thy Eyes, 7 1 1 ©-2;4 
Contempt and Beggary/ hang on'thy; Backs: i it -+ 1! 7 
The World-.is not; thy Friend; nor the. World's Laws THY. 
The World affords no Law to make thee- rich; 
Then be_not poor, but break it; and take this.. .' 

. Apoth, My Poverty, hut not my Will conſents... . .: / 

[ Goes in, Fetches a a Vial of Paſo 

Take this and drink it off, the Workis done. - - 

Mar, jun. There is thy Gold, worſe Poiſon to mens Souls,: - | 
Doing more Mutthers. in this loathſome world J 


Then theſe poor: Compounds thou *xt forbid; to ſell. 164 Fs | 
IT fell thee Poiſon, thou haſt-fold me none. I; v-ud Ni 
Farewell.. . buy Food. «. and: get thy {elf in fleſs.'- 7-121, 1:04” 


Now for the Monument of: the Mevel... .. [Exits 
Scene þ hes off, and ſhews 


the Temple and. Monument. 
IL; Re-enterss 
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| Recentert. 


Tt ſhonld be here: the door is open £00. 
Th' inſatiate mouth of Fate. gapes wide for more. 


Enter Prieft, and Boy with a Monock and Iron Crow, 


Prieft, Give me the Mattock and' the wrenching Iron: / 
| Now take this Letter, with what haſie thou cantt © ' | | 
Find out young Mariw, and deliver it. ' [Ex, Boy. 
Now muſt I to the Monument alone, | : (rn 03. m1 
What Wretch is he that's entring into th? Tomb ? 
Some Villain come to. rob and ſpoil the Dead. 
Whoe're thou art, ftop thy unhallowed' purpoſe. 
Mar. jun. Whoe're thou art, I warn thee to ve gone, 
And do not interrupt my horrid purpoſe. 
For elſe, by Heav*n, V1! tear thee joint by joint, 
And ſtrew this hungry Church-yard with thy Lims. 
My Mind and its Intents are ſavage wild, 
More fierce and more inexorable far 
Then empty Tigers or the roaring Sea. 
Prieft. Then as a facrilegious Slave I charge thee, 
Obey and go with-me;-or:thou:maſt dy.:, 
Mar. jan. T know I muſi,: and therefore 'Þ came hither, 
Good Revercnoe,' do-not-tempr a defp?rate man. - 
By Heav'n, I'lovt thee better then 'my-felf; 
For I againſt my ſelf come hither ann'd. | 
Stay not, be:gone..-.4: Live, and (hereafter. (ay, S 
A Mad-man's Mercy gaverthte/ honaſt- Counſel. © - 
Prieft. T do defy thy Mercy'andithy- Counſel; : 
And here will ſeize thee as: a [Thief and Robber: : 6 
Mar. j Jt. Wile thou: provoke mc: ? ? then hae; take thy Wages. 
[ Kills bim- 
Prieft. I'm kill'd. 'Oh Maris! now too late I know _ 
Thou'ft flain the. onely man could doe thee og | | 
Lamms.... oh! as [Djee. 
Mar. jun. Let me peruſe this Face? fo 34 ffi brig t iT 
It is the honeſt Pricft that joyn'd our hands, 
In a Difguize conceal'd. Give me thy Hand, 
Since in ill Fate's black: Roll with me thou;'rt writ, 
111 bury thee in a triumphant Grave: 
Thou deteſtable Maw; thou, Womb of Death 
Gorgd with the deareft - Morfell of the Earth; Js 
Thus will I force thy 'rotten Jaws to open, ... Pulls down the 


you d-oras of thee yet- cram thee with more Food. ? fide of the T = 
. O 


Of Caius Marius. 


Oh gorgeous Palace! oh my Love! my Wife ! 
Death has had yet- no pow'r upon thy Beauty ; 
That is not conquer'd. Beauty's Enſign yet 
Is Crimſon in thy Lips'and in thy Cheeks; 
And the pale Flag is not advanc'd yet there, 
Why art thou ſtill fo fair? ſhall I believe 

That the lean Monſter Death is amorous, 

» And -keeps thee here in Darkneſs for his Paramour ? 
For fear of that, Il fiay with: thee for ever. | 
Come, bitter Conduq, thou unſavoury Guide : 
Here's to' my Love. .... 
And now Eyes look your laſt. ; 
Arms take your laſt Embrace, whilft on theſe Lips' 
I fix the Seal of an etemall Contradt. ... | 
She breaths and ſtirs... . | 

Lavin, in the Tomb, Where am IT? bleſs me, Heay'n! 
*Tis very cold and yet here*s ſomething warm. .... 

Mar.jun. She lives, and we ſhall both be made immortall. 
Speak, my Lavinia, ſpeak ſome heav*nly news, | 
And tell me how the Gods defign to treat us. 

Lavin, Oh! I have flept a long Ten thouſand years. 
What have they. done with me.? I'll not be ugd thus 
T'tl not wed Syllz, Marizs is my Husband. _ 

Is he not, Sir ? Methinks youre very like him. 
Be good as he js, and protect me. . 

Mar. jun. Hah! . ns 74 eG Ae 
Wilt thou pot own me? amn'T then-but like him?” 

Much, much indeed P'm chang'd from what I was; 
And ne'r ſhall be my ſelf,” if thon art loft. 

Lavin. The Gods have heard my Vows 3. it is thy Marinas, 
Once more they have'reftor*d hi to'-my,' Eyes. 
Hadfit thou not come, ſure I -had ſlept for ever. 

| But there's a ſoveraign Charm in thy Embraces, ' 


That might doe- Wonders, and' revive the Dead. 
* "Mar. fre, "MM Fate'no 'more, Lavinia, now ſhall part us, 
Nor cruel Parents, nor”opprefling Laws. ' © © 
Did not Heav'n's Pow'ts aH wonder at our Loves ? 
And when thqu toldft the tale of thy Difaltcrs; 
Was there not Sadneſs anda Gloom amongſt'em ? 
I know there was: and they in pity ſent thee, 
| Thus to redeem me from this vale of Torments, 
| And bear me with thee to thoſe Hills of Joys.” 
1 This World's groſs airgrows burthenſome already. - 
| I'm all a God: ſuch heavnly Joys tranſport me, 
That mortal Senſe grows fick and faints with lafting. 
Lavin, Oh! to recount my- Happineſs to'thee, 


[Drinks the Poiſon. 


[Lavinia wakes, 


[Dies. 


To 


ID Dn 2 SI ISO I DD ne CI Sn Ws DIES SID III er ee et arr GED S ID HD Cn een ne mans <> en 


Os III IA ns AI ISIS IA on i IS I Bows” B95» a AUP IEs + eter ABA FEECERATIE ern > (Ber LEE DOE 


av 

64 The Hiſtory and Fall 
To open all the Treaſure of my Soul, 
And ſhew thee how ?*tis filPd, would waſte more time 
Then fo impatient Love as mine can ſpare. 
He's gone 3 he's dead 3, breathleſs : alas! my Marixs. 
A Vial too : here, here has bin his Bane. 
Oh Churl ! drink all ? 'not leave one friendly [Drop 
For poor Lavinia? Yet I'll drain thy Lips: 
Perhaps ſome welcom Poiſon may hang, there, 
To help me to o'rctake thee on thy Journy. 
Clammy and damp as Earth. Hah! fiains of Bloud ? 
And a man murther'd ? *Tis th*unhappy Flamen. 
Who fx their Joys on any thing that's Mortall, 
Let*em bchold. n;y Portion, and deſpair - 
What ſhall I doe ? how will. the Gods diſpoſe me? 

Oh ! I could rend theſe Walls with Lamentation, 
Tear up the Dead from their corrupted Graves, 
And dawb the face of Earth with her own Bowels. 


Enter Marius ſcaior, and Guards driving in Metellus. 


Mar, ſex. Purſue the Slaves let not his Gods prote& him. 
Lavin. More Miſchiefs ? hah ! my Father? 
Metell, Oh! I am ſlain. [ Falls down and dies. 
Lavin. And murther'd too. When will my Woes have end ? 

Come, cruel Tyrant. 

Mar, ſen. Sure I have known that Face. 
Lavin. And canſt thou think of: any one: good Tura | 
That I have done thee, and not kill me for*t? 
Mar. ſen. Art thou not call'd Lavinia? 
Lavin. Once I was:: . ... 

But by my Woes may. now. þe. better WES, 4.4 b 
Mar, ſen. 1 cannot ice thy Face... .'. : | 
Lavin. You muſt, and hear me. . 

By this, you muſt: nay, I will hold you faſt... . \[Seiver bis Sword. 
Mar.ſen. What wouldfi thou ſay ? where's all my Rage gone now? 
Lavin, T am Lavinia, born of Noble race... . 

My blooming Beauty conquer'd many Hearts, 

But prov'd the greateſt Torment of my. own: 

Though my Vows proſper'd, and my Love was anſwer” d 

By Marizs, the nobleli, goodlicfi Youth 

That Man e're envy'd at, or Virgin figh'd for. 

He was the Son of an unhappy Parent, 

And baniſh'd with him when our Joys. were young. 

Scarce a night old. 

ar. ſen. 1 do remember't well, 


thou art She, that Wonder of thy kind, | 
FE That 


Of Caius Marius; 
That could he © true tocefil'd/ Miſery; g; 
And to and fro through batren” Defartsi 
To find th*unhappy Wretch thy Soul was fond of. 

Lavin, Da you fefnembert. well?. - | : * 
Mar. ſen. In every point. 

Lavin. You:then: were gentle, took the in your Arms; 
Embrac'd me, bleſt: me; us*d: me [like 4 Father, 
And ſure I was not thanklefs for the Bounty. 


Moar. ſen. No 3 thou wert/ next the Gods* my onely Comfort 52h 


When I lay: fainting 'oa the dry parcht Ezrth; 

| Beneath the ſcorching heat' of burning Noon, 

Hungry and dry.,.'\no Food nor Friend: to chear me: 
Then Thou, as by the Gods ſome Angel'ſcht, p 
Cam'ft by, and in Corhpatſion didft relieve" "it 


Lavin, Did I all:this #4 > 8 0c;03 :mAlipol 


Mer. fen.. Thou didſi, thou ſav' fry my Tak 
Elſe I had ſunk bencath the! weight of Want; . W 
And bin a Prey tomy 'rethorſHleſs/ Foes; | 7 od 450076 


Lavin. And: fee how welt {Iain at faſt rewarded. - ERS 


All cold: not- balance for the thertcrem?d Life ©) + Foy pa ag, 


Of. one: Old nidn:3: You have my 'Father butchers; 
The onely. Comfort: TI hail Ieft 'on Earth - 


The Gods have taken tov ty; Hutband from: me, © 7 


See where he lies, your and oy onely Joy. A 
This Sword yet neking i my \Fathet's = % COLE 
\ Plunge it into -=— phi ha bay e's 
Andkmnowl let ry Brad ange phys te 3 "gk buy 
Scize all Mak nil they grow- pnr png as J am. 


[ Stabs ber ſelf with bis Sword, 


Mar.ſen. Nay, now thou haft outdone me much in Cruelty. 
Be Nature's Light extinguiſhe 3 let the. Sun 
Withdraw his Beams, and put the world in Darkneſs, 
Whilſt here I howl away my Life in Sorrows. 
Oh !-terme bury Me and all my Sins Ty 
Here with this good Old man. Thus let me kiſs 
Thy pale funk Cheeks, embalm thee with my Tears. 
wn Son, how-cam'ft chou by this wretched End? 

t have all bin Friends, | - » of ane Houſe 

Enjoy the Bleſſings of &ernal -Peace. 
But A my cruel Nature has undone me. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Me. My Lord, I briog you "moſt diſaſtrous News- 
Sylle*s return'd : his Army's on their march 
From Caps, and to morrow will reach Rome-- L 
K. 


At. 


66 The Hiſtory and F ol}-of C. Marius, 


At which the Rabble are in:new Rebelliong ' ! + fo 1 OT 
And your Sulpitins mortally Is: Wounded. ous ont bee £2 bak 


+ Enter Sulpitius ( led in by two of the Guards ) ond Granſs. | 


Mar.ſen.-Oh1 then I'm ruin'd from this very moment. oo 
Has my good Genius left me? Hope forſakes me, *22-1<7086 


The Name of Syllz's banefull to-my Fortune, 268 1 : 1 bak 
Be warn'd by me, ye Great ones, how y*embroil+ : i 41l) 
Your Country's Peace, and dip your Hands in —_— Wikis 


Ambition is a Luſt that's never quench, | r:89552d 
Grows more inflam'd -and madder by Enjoyment. | | acelt 
Bear me away, and lay:;me-on my-Bed,- ')  - {| n=iT 
A hopeleſſe Veſſel bound for, the dark. Land: | ;: i - 4 UE 1D 
Of loathſome Death, and loaded deep with Sorrows. | idl vi 


, [He's ted d of. 

Selpit. A Curſe on all Repentance! how Thate'ic')- | | 

I'd rather hear a Dog howl then a;Man-whine« + 6 0 E 

Gran. You 're wounded, Sir: -I-hope itis not much. / 

Sulpit. No; 'tis not ſo; deep as a Well, nor ſo wide: as 4 Church: 
door, But 'tis enough 3 *ewill ſerve 3/1 am-pepper'd/I' warrant, T 
warrant for this world. A Pox on all 'Mad-men is ror I 1 I 
get a Monument, let this be my RIEPIE: - 


Sulpitius lies here, that treubleſume Sheve iP ” > Ho brow? 2 iT 
That ſent many honefter men to the Grove, -- 2% yin 1 0305 31 23104 
And dy'd like a Fool when ba inde 5 Knee. p boar ones. 


EPILOGUE 


Spoke by Mrs, Barry, who a&cd Lavinia. 


Msſchie = on't ! though I'm agen ahve, 
Am believe this Play of ours ſhall thrive 2 
This Fe di , Irumpetting, and Fighting Play? 
Why, what © « Devil will the People ſay 2 © 
The Nation that's without, and hears the Din, 
Will ſwear w are r aiſng Volunteers agen. 

For know, our Poet, this Play was made, 
Had nought but Drums and "oi. A in his head. 
H' had baniſhd Poetry and all her Charms, 
And needs the Fool would be a Mar at Arms. 
No Prentice ere grown weary of Indentures 
Had ſuch a longing mind to ſeek Adventures. 
Nay, ſure at laft th InfeFion general grew 3 
For # other day I was a Captains too: 

Neither for Flanders zor for France to roam, 
But, juſt as you _ all, to flay at home. 

And now fr you who here come wrapt in Cloaks, 
nh e of Underhill a»d Nzr/ſe Nokes; 

oet ſays, Ho day to a Play ye come, 

Which ſerves ye ” a year for Wit at home. 

But which amon off you ' there to be found, 

Will take his third day's Pawn for Fifty pound 2 

Or, now is be Caſhier 4 will fairly venture 

To give him ready Money for s Debenture? 

Therefore when he receiv 74 that Fatall Doom, 

This Play came forth, in hopes his Friends all come 
To help a poor Dj banded Souldier home. 


